SYDNEY S 
CHELLEN 


@ es 


A Publication distributed by GPSbooksUK 


The Invisible Enemy 


C 
visible Lnemy 


Spy Thriller 


by 
Sydney S Chellen 


Distributed by 
GPSbooksUK 


Copyright © March 2020 Sydney S Chellen. All rights reserved. v3.61 


First hardback Limited Edition printed 20xx in the United Kingdom. 
Revised Jan 2023, v4.00 


A catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library and in the National Library of Mauritius. 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reprinted or reproduced or utilised in any form 
or by any electronic, mechanical, or other means, now known or hereafter invented, including 
photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval system, without 
permission in writing from the Author. 


Published by GPSbooksUK. For a copy of this book and others written by the same author, 
please go to: www.amazon.co.uk and in search box type: sydney s chellen 


Designed and typeset by Sydney S Chellen MA, BA(Ed), PGCE (FE), RNT, RCNT, SRN, 
RMN 


Proofreaders/Editors 
Patricia Diana Chellen, Dip.(HE) B.Ed (Hons.), NPQH 


All the characters in this book have no existence outside the imagination of the author and 
have no relation whatsoever to anyone bearing the same name or names. They are however 
distantly inspired by some individuals known to the author. Most of the incidences are pure 
invention. Although every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the 
publisher and Author assume no responsibility for errors or omissions. Neither is any liability 
assumed for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein. 


Characters 59,315 words 


Agent (CIA): — Martin Effner 
Agent (FBI): © Warren Orzech 
Agent (KGB): — Viktor Germanovich 
Agent (MI6): — Blue Hart (alias John Bull) 
British ambassador in Ghana: Alistair Frost 
Head of MI6: SIS 
Prostitutes: | Jane, Kaho, Erina 


Reception manager: 

Wuhan Scientist: 

SIS Secretary: 

Villains 

Old allied: 

Ghanaian Lady in the train: 

Italian spy: 

TWAASO0S flight captain 

TWAAS0S flight First Officer 
TWAAS0S flight engineer 

TWAAS0S flight attendants 
TWAASO0S security officers 
Whitehouse Chief of staff 

Whitehouse Press Secretary 

UK Director of Communications 

Head of Security 

Former diplomat and UK Minister of State 
Chief adviser to British Prime Minister 
DC’s girlfriend 


Rae Labonne 

Dr Lin Chew Wong 

Daisy Redeyes 

Dr Joe Edriani Fearmonger , Jojo Owusu 
Kiki White (AKA Sweetlips) 

Amara 

Maria Minetti 

Alan Coleman 

Warren Williamson 

Flyod Hanson 

Raylene Domini, Tania Checumberg, Ryan Gilbert 
Di Page, John Turner 

Tom Swift 

Gigi Pudnam 

Casey Dodge 

Don Shooter 

Lord Sinclair 

DC 

Beth 


To the women in my life, Georgina 
Tricia 

Mia 

Olivia 


And my sons, David 
Maurice 


15 NOVELS by SYDNEY S CHELLEN, you must read before you die! 


THE WRECKAGE 


A Step Too Far 


A STEP TOO FAR 


THE MAN WHO LOST HIS SOUL 


THE CHEATER CHEATED 


DNEY § 
ELLEN 


veagh co® 
ot aes 
- 


THE INVISIBLE ENEMY 


SHE 9 
HELLEN 


Bn 


DYANE 


ve, Live sated Magexdier 


A TOUCH OF DESIRE 


4 a —' 
Along Came Kevin 


ALONG CAME KEVIN 


we Mealing 


BRIDE IN WAITING 


Ce 
qi 


— 
s 7 cy 
SOE ON itt 
f iu 


i 
} 


THE DARING MISSION 


The Autobiography 


10 


11 


PROLOGUE 


they are caught. Why do these people think it is okay for them to visit their 

antisocial behaviours on others one will never know? We don’t always get 
a chance to peek behind the curtain of all the sociopaths, monsters, and the deadly 
genius villains who have walked amongst us and made it into the history book. Names 
like Al Capone, Osama Bin Laden, Jack the Ripper, Peter Sutcliff, Frank Lucas, to 
name but a few springs to mind. Perhaps you don’t even care about it, as long as they 
keep away from you of course, but here is one frightening megalomaniac you might 
want to learn more about. As a means of righting the wrong that he felt was done to 
him when he suffered the lost of his family, he made crime a way of life. His 
grandiose plan was to have the world at his feet, and to make his voice the only one 
that mattered. 

The law authorities had listed him as Slippery Jo. However, the world would 
always remember him as Dr Fearmonger—the doctor who had a short fuse and a 
tendency to boil over into violence with little provocation and an evident lack of a 
conscience. 

Could those who fell victims to his daring and spectacular crimes ever forgive 
him? 

Did those whose power he attempted to usurp managed to stop his madness? 

Will those who suffered his ultimate evil act and lost love ones prematurely 
look at him with utter contempt for his lack of respect for human lives or pity him for 
being such a poor example of a human being? 


: ) riminals always seem to think they can get away with their evil acts, until 


Welcome to my story. 


CHAPTER 1 the skyjack 


01:30; 31 October 2015, Italy 


Giulia, a fault ruptured and the earth began shaking. Those living on the 


{ t the bottom of the hills of Italy's far northeast corner region of Friuli Venezia 
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urface, in one of the most earthquake-prone parts of Europe, were used to 
this. The 6.1-magnitude quake in the early afternoon of October 31, 2015, was enough 
to frighten everyone, but it was the formidable aftershocks that did the most damage. 

Ten miles up from the epicentre and a few hundred yards north, Dr 
Fearmonger (born: Joe Edriani Fearmonger) lived with his family. By the time the 
third earthquake had subsided, in the province of Avellino, their town of Melito Irpino 
was uninhabitable; leaving the Dr Fearmonger’s family with nothing, and no one in 
authority cared or came to help. 

The damage was such that the government had evacuated, razed and rebuilt 
almost the entire town thus enabling many families to return. Sadly, the earthquake 
had wiped away Dr Fearmonger’s family. He watched tearfully his wife sucked alive 
into a crack as the ground she stood split, swallowed her, and he screamed as he saw 
his only son tossed into a trench full of boiling lava. Dr Fearmonger watched his son’s 
face and body scorched and he was unable to rescue neither him nor his wife, but only 
barely managed to save himself sustaining substantial facial burns and bruises around 
his body. Filled with rage and self-pity, he cursed that day as he went into hiding 
believing he was one of the long-suffering mortals. No one knew where, but rumours 
had it that he was living on an island near Sado Tome. 
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Four years later 


Sitting at his breakfast-table, with his untouched petit-déjeuner in front of him, 
he was too much absorbed with his own thoughts to give any immediate attention to 
what was on the plate. Images of what he saw during his travel to his hiding place to 
rebuild his life was haunting him, and three things stood out: wars, traumas and 
notorieties. He wondered if it was possible to make the world a better, a more 
peaceful place...a place where people can live together and help each other in good 
and bad times. He toyed with the idea of uniting all the world leaders under the 
auspice of one supreme leader, but he immediately recognised how preposterous such 
an idea was and even if he could bring it about, he needed an exceptional collaborator, 
a partner in crime so to speak. 


His eyes fell on an envelope, which he had just received in his post that 
morning. He held it to the light, studied both the interior and the exterior. From the 
handwriting on the envelope, he guessed it was from Dr Lin Chew Wong who had a 


beautiful style of connecting the letters. His clean looping of ascending and 
descending letters as well as the elegant uppercase forms was not only unique, but one 
to be admired. [f my guess is right and it was indeed from Dr Wong then it must be 
something of great importance, Fearmonger thought. 


“Who then was Dr Wong,’ you might have wondered. 


Dr Wong was an old associate of Dr Fearmonger. He was of medium built, 
had a shifty and evasive personality and was quite unknown to the public. He was a 
great schemer; some would even say the greatest. With his genius of a brain, he could 
mar the destiny of nations. Since he started to work in a remote lab, in Wuhan, China, 
he had been secretly developing a bio-weapon of mass destruction. Admittedly, it was 
not that of a secret because Fearmonger was and be it the only person who knew 
about it. 

When Dr Fearmonger finally pulled out the paper from inside of the envelope 
and flattened it on the table, he stared at the encoded inscription, which ran as 
follows: 


OrreyY ~wMgQ (ere MexVieMa 

Of B® OO©OOOOe OO DOeOOD BOO OYGaO Ove DOOOeMO ff Ox 
OeBa@erR OO 800 BG OFOOe BHO OH OOH MOODOOsOSRA IO 
OzO2On § B® OOOO OO Oe%GOOOO DOYEad DSeOe CUD Wee® 
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Oz ©2000 amO BOOS HOFER” 44 asOOsrODs DOO RO ©8 we 
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It was evidently a secret message and to read it, one would normally require a 
cipher key. Dr Fearmonger was used to receiving and deciphering coded messages 
and found such a method of communication quite amusing. Of course, none of them 
would have been readable without the appropriate cipher key, which had to be sent 
separately. This precautionary tactic of separating a coded message with its key, 
prevents it from being undone in the event of it being miscarried, unless of course the 
key is also miscarried and they both fell in the same wrong hands. 

However, in this instance Dr Fearmonger didn’t need a cipher key as the 
message was written using Wingdings, which are a series of dingbat fonts that render 
letters as a variety of symbols, originally developed in 1990 by Microsoft. 

He quickly got out his Wingdings Translator tool and using it as a Wingdings 
decoder, he was thus able to instantly translate the coded message to plain text as 
shown below, without fatiguing his already tired brain. Dr Wong wrote: 


‘DEAR DR. FEARMONGER, 
I am writing to tell you that the project I revealed to you a while ago is 
now completed. However, | am sorry to report that there has been an accident in 


the lab, which came quite unexpectedly. Without going into details, for now, we 
must act with speed. Meanwhile P'll do my best to contain the situation.’ 


13 


14 


Dr Fearmonger was troubled. He usually liked to take his time. He recalled a 
wise friend telling him not to rush anything, when the time is right it will happen, but 
perhaps the situation he was faced with was different. He pushed away his breakfast, 
sat for some little time twisting the one page letter between his fingers as he stared at 
it and frowning. Getting the world leaders together to discuss his ideas of world order 
was not going to be an easy task, neither did Dr Fearmonger expected it to be. After 
weighing various options, he reluctantly decided to write and invite them all to attend 
a top-secret meeting and promised them a united platform of solidarity against those 
who sought to dominate by causing division, but most importantly be offered 
something most people would kill for, wealth. 

As he had feared, except for fifteen rogue states, the remaining leaders had 
refused to participate, thus prompted him to switch tactic and adopted a more 
persuasive approach. 

He was particularly interested in those permanent members of the United 
Nations Security Council (AKA the Big Five), China, France, Russia, the United 
Kingdom, and the United States, whose presence and cooperation he wanted. 
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29, December 2019, Los Angeles 


The G20 (or Group of Twenty, an international forum for the governments 
and central bank governors from 19 countries and the European Union (EU)) had the 
following members: Argentina, Australia, Brazil, Canada, China, France, Germany, 
India, Indonesia, Italy, Japan, Republic of Korea, Mexico, Russia, Saudi Arabia, 
South Africa, Turkey, United Kingdom, United States, and the European Union. They 
met regularly to discuss various issues such as policy coordination in order to achieve 
global economic stability and sustain growth; promote financial regulations that 
would reduce risks and prevent future financial crises; and create a new international 
financial architecture. Their last physical G20 summit planned by Sherpas—the G20 
leaders’ personal representatives—was to take place in Osaka, Japan. As it so 
happened and much to the delight of Dr Fearmonger, on that occasion, given the 
sensitive nature of a particular topic to be discussed, to prevent possible leakage, 
Sherpas had scheduled the first half of the meeting to take place in mid air between 
Los Angeles and San Francisco. 

The G20 leaders, a few guest countries, and representatives from some of the 
major International and Regional Organisations were the participants and they were to 
arrive at Los Angeles as usual in their personal jet, but they would then board a 
designated aircraft, TWAAS505, a flight organised by Trans World American Airline. 


38 28 ok 


Dressed in disguise, a tall-thin man calling himself JEF stepped on that Los 
Angeles to San Francisco plane using a faked pass claiming to be a reporter of a well- 
known news outlet. He had of course previously disposed of the real one. 

This was the last stop on TWAAS05’s journey across the US, which had 
started several hours earlier in Baltimore before calling at St Louis and Kansas City. 
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Two young female and one male flight attendants helped the crew of three in 
the cockpit consisting of Captain Allan Coleman, First Officer Warren Williamson 
and Flight Engineer Floyd Hanson. The most experienced of the flight attendants was 
Raylene Domino, a blonde-haired 23-year-old from Missouri who had been flying 
with the airline for three years. Domino had swapped shifts to fly on TWAAS505, as 
she wanted to meet the leaders. Her colleagues Tania Checumberg and Ryan 
Gilbert had been in the job for only a few weeks. 

Before leaving Kansas City, Captain Coleman, 31, had informed the flight 
attendants of a change in the usual practice. 

If you want to enter the cockpit, Coleman had told them, you are to ring a bell 
outside the door, and not knock. 


38 2 2k 


The TWAAS05 flight landed in Los Angeles late at night. All passengers 
disembarked. The aircraft underwent a thorough cleaning, and the members of the 
G20 along with other invited guests, in buoyant mood, boarded the night flight to San 
Francisco. They went straight to the lounge upstairs where the flight attendants had 
rearranged the seating to suit the need of the leaders, whilst JEF and a handful of 
security officers spread themselves downstairs. Domino dimmed the lights so that 
those who wanted to sleep could do so. 

The flight attendants had checked everyone’s identification as they boarded 
quietly, but Domino had paid particular attention to JEF. The latter was in disguise, in 
his forties, his wavy black hair flattened, and was nervous but polite as he boarded. A 
thin container protruded from his backpack. 

Domino moved towards the first-class compartment, where her colleagues 
Tania and Ryan were guiding passengers in. 

Referring to JEF, Domino asked them, ‘What was that thing sticking out of 
that tall-thin man’s backpack?’ 

‘A telescopic lens,’ was the answer. That was enough to calm her fears and 
she returned to the back of the plane. 


The flight was far from busy. With only 50 passengers on board, there was 
room for everyone to spread out and seek their own row in which to sleep, whist the 
leaders in the lounge upstairs were busy conferencing. 


38 28 3k 


23:30, Friday, 29 December 2019 


On that Friday of 29, December, the TWAA505 flight had left Los Angeles for 
San Francisco. Fifteen minutes into the flight, JEF had set in motion his daring plan of 
hijacking the plane. 

Anyone sleeping peacefully had their rest disturbed on take-off. To boost the 
plane’s thrust, the Boeing 707 injected water into the engines as it took off, earning it 
the industry nickname the Water Wagon. The effect inside the plane was violent and 
noisy, producing an ominous deep rumble. 

Darkness fell inside the plane as the flight attendants turned the lights 
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downstairs almost all the way down. As silence settled, Domino began tidying the 
galley in the back of the plane. 

JEF stepped into the galley and stood alongside her. He had an M1 rifle in his 
hand. 

Domino, calm and professional, responded simply: ‘You’re not supposed to 
have that.’ 


JEF gave out a sigh and responded by handing Domino a 7.62mm bullet to 
prove the rifle was loaded, and ordered her to lead him to the cockpit to show it to the 
crew. 

Domino and JEF moved towards the cabin. Di Page, a security officer drifting 
off to sleep but the movement further down the aisle roused him. Out of the corner of 
his eye, he saw Domino being followed by a tall-thin man who was pointing a rifle at 
her back. 

He looked at his mate John Turner seated next to him who also had his eyes 
partially opened and they stared wide-eyed at each other. 

‘Is this really happening?’ Turner mimed. 


Di nodded as he got up to confront the tall-thin man. The latter turned around 
and shouted to Domino: ‘Stop!’ and then ordered Di back to his seat after threatening 
to shoot him down if he did not obey. 

Di was faced with a terrible dilemma. Obey the hijacker’s instruction and he 
would not be fulfilling his oath of protecting the leaders, play hero and overpower the 
tall-thin man risk the latter firing one bullet drilling a hole in the plane which would 
be even more catastrophic for everyone on board. He finally decided to do as he was 
told. 


Domino pushed the curtain aside to enter the first-class compartment, her 
knees buckling under the nerves, and alerted the two flight attendants ahead of her: 
‘There’s a man behind me with a gun,’ Domino whispered to them. 


The two attendants, Tania and Ryan, moved quickly out of the way. Domino 
was shocked when she saw both attendants pulled out a gun from their pocket. 
Domino quickly realised her two colleagues were collaborators in crime. Some of the 
passengers heard JEF shout at Domino as he became more and more agitated next to 
the cockpit door. For the most part, he was polite, respectful and came across, as ‘a 
nice man’, but by now, paranoia was getting the better of him. 

Domino remembered the captain’s instruction: don't knock to enter, ring the 
bell instead, but JEF, afraid he was being tricked, refused to let her do this. She 
knocked instead, and hoped this would alert the crew. The door opened, and Domino 
told the wary crew there was a man with a gun behind her. JEF stepped inside and 
pointed the rifle at the three men inside the cockpit: Captain Coleman, first Officer 
Williamson and flight engineer Hanson. 


They noticed JEF appeared well trained and well armed. 
Officer Williamson knew what he wanted from the crew, and was determined 


to get it. After Domino had stepped out of the cockpit, JEF turned to the crew and said 
in heavily English accent, “Turn towards Ghana.’ 


17 


The captain’s training kicked in. As a TWAA505 crewmember, every year, he 
and TWAAS05 staff would undertake training in how to respond during emergencies, 
including hijackings. The main lesson they had been taught was to stay calm. Another 
was to avoid falling in love with the hijacker — an easy thing to do, they had been told, 
for hijackers to elicit sympathy from the crew. 

Captain Coleman was conscious he was dealing with a very nervous middle- 
aged man holding a gun and he was going to take him wherever he wanted to go. The 
captain’s worried voice came over the loudspeaker. 

“We have a very nervous middle-aged man up here with a rifle and we have to 
do whatever he says. Please stay calm and we will be fine.’ 


Onboard security officers saw Tania and Ryan whom they had previously 
assumed were flight attendants holding a gun, they quickly realised what was 
happening and itching to get involved but quickly realised the best policy was to 
remain in their seat, quietly impotent and wait for the right time to intervene. 

The captain, a highly experienced pilot, had turned the plane and the flight 
moved further and further from San Francisco going off the radar intermittently, 
causing agitations amongst the officials in the Whitehouse tracking team. 


38 2K ok 


The hijacking was able to happen because of a lack of security at airports. 
There was simply no need to check passengers’ luggage because no-one had ever 
caused any trouble, until that hijacking began. The airline industry had resisted 
introducing checks because they had feared it would ruin the passenger experience 
and slow down the check-in process. Given the VIPs onboard, it was 
incomprehensible how the industry had ignored an official request to make an 
exception on that particular occasion. It had later emerged that JEF had disassembled 
his rifle and carried it on to TWAAS505 in a tube, before putting the gun back together 
in the plane’s bathroom. Taking it on board had thus been very easy. Gate agents had 
only weighed his backpack and not checked it. The two conspirators, Tania and Ryan 
had boarded the plane carrying their own gun, which they had kept hidden until 
needed. 
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While flying over Colorado, Coleman for the first time alerted air traffic 
control in Denver that the plane had been hijacked and needed clearance to land.’ 


At the White House, the phone rang. The Chief of staff, Mike Stone sitting at 
his desk picked up the receiver. 

‘Yeah.’ 

‘The TWAAS05S flight from Los Angeles to San Francisco has been hijacked,’ 
Aur traffic controller, Tom Swift, shouted from his lighthouse. 

‘When?’ 

‘Minutes ago.’ 

“What the heck?’ Mike Stone yelled. 


The office door opened and press secretary Gigi Pudnam rushed in. ‘Mike...’ 
Mike still holding the phone, ‘TWAAS5S0S has been hijacked.’ 
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‘Oh my goodness! the president...’ 

Mike sighed. ‘...along with all G20 leaders including security officers... fifty 
people in all.’ 

“We need to act quickly before we lose contact with the plane,’ Gigi advised. 

Tom still on the line, ‘The leader of the hijackers is asking clearance to land in 
Denver to refuel.’ 

‘How many are they?’ asked Mike. 

‘Three. Two of them were the flight attendants recently recruited.’ 


‘What!’ a shocked Gigi exclaimed then turning to Mike, ‘Have you informed 
the FBI?’ 

‘Tam on it.’ 

“What do I tell the press?’ asked Gigi. 

‘Nothing...at least not yet!’ 


The plane was going to be on the ground for the short time it would take to 
refuel. Nevertheless, from inside the plane, JEF had demanded that the lights at 
Denver's Stapleton International Airport be turned off as the plane landed. He didn't 
want any surprises, and promised to release some passengers only if there was no 
trouble. 

His nerves apparently calming, JEF proved unexpectedly accommodating. 
After some negotiation, JEF agreed to let the captain land in Denver to take on 
enough fuel to reach where he wanted to go. Within minutes of the landing, as 
refuelling was about to take place, the FBI started approaching the plane. Through the 
cockpit window, the captain spoke to one of the agents who wanted a reluctant JEF to 
come closer to the window to speak to them. JEF asked Tania and Ryan to make sure 
no agent was trying to sneak in the airplane. The captain, one eye on his passenger, 
warned the agents to stay away from the plane. 

Soon after, JEF fired a shot in the air. ‘Yes stay away,’ he yelled. ‘I am well 
armed and not afraid to die.’ 


JEF did not intend to harm anyone, although he was capable of doing so if he 
was sufficiently provoked. To confuse any FBI snipers, he and his two accomplices 
had changed into the flight crew’s uniform. JEF’S character was very peculiar, like a 
mad man that he was, he was periodically on a knife-edge. He displayed fits of rage 
with minimum provocation. When he saw the refuelling was taking longer than he 
had expected, he grabbed the microphone and talked to the person in charge in the 
tower. 

“You listen to me, I have taken control of this flight, I and my associates are 
prepared to kill if you do not fill this plane up and do it quickly. Do you hear? Do 
you?’ JEF screamed. 

Seconds later, having decided to take off without more fuel, he found the 
plane couldn't moved as the FBI had parked vehicles to block the runaway. 

An agitated JEF told the captain to request the blockages be removed. 

The captain picked up the microphone, ‘If you do not want to refuel the plane 
then remove these vehicles so that we can take off,’ he begged. 


The FBI unwillingness to give in to terror demands by JEF and their delaying 
tactics including blockages were about to prove costly. 
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Fearing the worst, the captain repeated his earlier request, ‘once more, please 
remove the blockages so that we can take off,’ the people operating the tower were 
mot on the same page. 


When JEF saw no change of stance from the tower, he grabbed the 
microphone and shouted, ‘just watch!’ 


He took one of the security officers to the exit door of the plane and blew his 
head off. . 

‘Now see what you have made me done!’ JEF exclaimed. 

That didn’t appear to have been enough to make the FBI change their hard 
stance. JEF selected another security officer and shot him dead. 

‘I’m prepared to keep killing until you meet both my demands. Do tell me 
when you want me to stop.’ 


The message finally got through. JEF’s demands for fuel and a clear passage 
were quickly met. In return, he kept his words by letting everyone including the 
representatives from some of the major International and Regional Organisations to 
get off in Denver, but kept all the G20 leaders plus leaders of five guest countries, the 
crew and flight attendants. 

As the passengers filed off the plane in cold, foggy weather with sunrise still 
two hours away, an unsmiling FBI agent in an overcoat met them. The relief among 
those allowed to leave was clear, and they were led down a darkened corridor through 
the terminal. At the end was a room swarming with FBI agents, who had rushed to the 
airport at short notice and were waiting to take statements from the 23 people who 
had been let off the plane. Had the FBI not played hardball, there would have been 25 
people released. 
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Twenty minutes later, at a private airfield in Ghana, an armed jet was waiting 
to pick up those twenty-five leaders who had been hijacked. Blindfolded they were 
transferred into the jet. JEF carrying a canister walked back to the TWAAS0S5, threw it 
inside and within seconds, it released a gas, which rendered the crew and Domino 
unconscious for the next three hours. Tania and Ryan, having covered their face with 
protected gear were not affected, and stayed in the plane. 

When JEF had returned to the jet and it was well into the clouds, he allowed 
the leaders to remove their blindfold. A beautiful Ghanaian airhostess served them 
with a snack and alcoholic beverage of their choice. The flight took only one hour 
thirty-four minutes to get to the island of Sado Tomé. When the jet landed, the 
passengers found it was a small airport in the middle of nowhere, and several well- 
equipped Lada limousines were waiting for them on the hot tarmac. They looked 
around at the most desolate landscape they had ever seen. Once they were inside their 
respective limos, the escort ordered them to put back their blindfold. They were being 
taken to their final destination. 
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Back at the White House, Mike and Gigi were anxious. The news of the 
hijacking had leaked out and the press was demanding answers. 

Gigi asked Mike, ‘How come the TWAAS5S05 has disappeared from our radar 
like that?’ 

Mike let out a big sigh. ‘I don’t know, but what I do know is that with the 
president being missing, the vice president will need to stand in.’ 

‘Can he just step in like that?’ 

“Well there is a process.’ 

‘Which is?’ 

‘Since the president is missing and unable to discharge his duties as president, 
the Speaker of the house will invoke the 25" Amendment declaring a temporary 
vacancy for president.’ 

‘When?’ 

‘The process has been initiated already I believe.’ 


38 2K 


After a short bumpy drive, the limos carrying the twenty-five leaders had 
finally arrived at a bay where they were transferred into several speedboats to their 
final destination where Dr Fearmonger was holding his meeting, in a huge room 
below the ground, seven hundred feet to be exact. 

When the leaders got there, a massive elevator took down twelve of them at a 
time. Once they had entered the elevator, they were carried down. JEF allowed them 
to remove their blindfold and as they were stepping out of the elevator, JEF shook the 
hands of each of them as a gesture of welcome. 
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After they’d stepped out of the elevator, and walked a few feet, they were 
shocked. They found themselves looking down the street of a modern city, with shops 
restaurants, theatres and dwellings of the kind they would expect to find in a large 
city. Men, women and children were walking along the footpaths. Self-driven 
helicopter-shaped electric cars and tramways were carrying people around at high 
speed. The Maltese PM turned to JEF who was guiding them, ‘where are we?’ 

“We’re underground in a new city, sir.’ 

‘A new city? Wow!’ The Maltese PM echoed sounding surprised. ‘Ma 
jitwemminx (unbelievable).’ 

“What is the name of this city?’ asked the Canadian PM. 

‘It is called Aoudaghost.’ 

‘How many people you have here?’ 

“We have just over one million people living here. They include the best 
scientists, engineers and technicians. They get the best food, clothes and housing and 
beautiful women to keep them company. In returned, they’ve agreed to two simple 
restrictions.’ 

‘Oh! What are they?’ The Iranian PM asked. 

‘They are to stay here and work for the wellbeing of the people in this city.’ 

“You mean forever? Cut off completely from the rest of the world?’ the US 
President questioned. 

“You Americans send people into space; here we take people underground... 
Just a different philosophy!’ 
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JEF took them via an enormous, brightly lit laboratory occupied by 
technicians and scientists busy at work and straight to a massive room where he asked 
them to take a seat. As you might expect, it was not an ordinary room but more like a 
theatre. A better description perhaps would be a planetarium, because you could see 
what the night sky looks like. It was fitted with a dome-shaped ceiling, surveillance 
cameras on the wall and many pivoting bucket seats with seatbelts, arranged in semi- 
circular rows. On the portion of the circular wall facing the seats, hang a massive 150- 
inch smart plasma TV with remote control. In addition, a special projector in the room 
had the ability to shine images on the domed ceiling. 

Suddenly the light went down and JEF slipped out unnoticed. There was a 
careful murmur amongst the leaders. Silently fifty pairs of eyes looked coldly, warily 
at their host, who appeared on the wide screen. # 


CHAPTER 2 the meeting 


O1:30, 30, December 2019, Sao Tomé 


figure appeared on the screen and said quietly, ‘I am your host and 
Welcome. I thank you for your presence. I must apologize for the way I 
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brought you here. I would of course have preferred you had accepted my 
initial friendly invitation, but unfortunately some of you had turned it down.’ 


Most of the leaders asked, ‘what invitation?’ but got no response. Continuing 
with his address the host said very bluntly, ‘sorry for interrupting your mid air G20 
Summit. Consider the meeting is now being held here with me in the chair. My 
reason for this gathering is because we are living in dangerous times. My goal is to 
create lasting peace around the world and you do not need to fear me. My intention is 
honourable, besides, the alternative is unthinkable.’ 


There was sound of murmuring in the room. ‘Why should we fear him,’ some 
of the leaders wondered. 


‘I have just two things to tell you,’ said the host. One would make you very 
rich, and the other would definitely shock you...so please listen very carefully as I 
hate repeating myself, don’t you?’ 


The host caressed his throat then said, ‘if everything goes according to plan, 
the moment you leave here, each one of you will have one million Coronas 
(equivalent to one million British Pounds) in an account of your choice and will be 
held by your people as heroes. On the other hand you would be agents who brought 
calamity—total destruction to your people!’ 


“Who are you?’ one of the leaders asked. 
‘Oh, forgive me for not introducing myself. Please bear with me for a 
moment.’ 


After pausing for a few seconds, the host dropped the bombshell. ‘What you 
do not know is that the moment you stepped out of the elevator and shook my hand 
you were all infected with a deadly organism.’ 


With a smirk on his face, the host watched the horror on their face, as they 
looked at each other, lost for words. 

‘Now, to answer your earlier question, I am Joe Edriani Fearmonger.’ 

‘Not the mad Dr Fearmonger who wants to rule the world?’ the British PM 
sought clarification. 

Dr Fearmonger grinned. ‘Unfortunately some of you have confused genius 
with madness.’ 
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The penny had dropped. The leaders suddenly recalled receiving Dr 
Fearmonger’s letter of invitation, which they had declined. 

“We have of course already met, and if you are wondering when, then just cast 
your mind back to the tall-thin man called JEF who has been with you all along and 
guided you to this room.’ 


There were murmurs in the room. 

‘Sacre bleu,’ the President of the USA uttered with disbelief in his voice and 
verified, “You mean that JEF who dared hijacked the TWAAS05 and brought us in 
here was you, obviously in disguise?’ 

Dr Fearmonger chuckled. “Yes. Not only I was in disguise then, I am still in 
disguise, be it a different one,’ he said with a degree of satisfaction on his face. 

“You can’t be serious man!’ the US President shouted. 

“You don’t need to take my word for it, Mr US President.’ Introducing Dr Lin 
Chew Wong on the set, he added, ‘if you would allow my assistant to carry a simple 
test you would be able to see the result for yourselves. He is coming down to join you 
now.’ 


The TV screen went blue. 
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The murmurs in the room continued as Dr. Wong walked in, wheeling the 
latest and most sophisticated blood test machine. It had the capability to take a blood 
sample, analyse it immediately and produce instant results. 

Thirty minutes later, everyone had his or her blood taken and analysed. Dr 
Fearmonger came back on a split screen. He appeared on the left, and on the right, he 
showed the results. The list contained the names of every leader present, including 
that of Dr Lin Chew Wong and Dr Fearmonger. For all of them except for the Dr 
Wong, the result came out positive. 

‘Within five to fourteen days,’ Dr Fearmonger said, ‘all of us, except Dr 
Wong, will show severe symptoms of the infection. As there is no known cure that 
any living doctor in the world would know for an organism no one yet know exist, left 
untreated you all will die within days.’ 

The Italian PM was quick to butt in, ‘this means you will die with us too, Dr 
Fearmonger?’ 

‘T’ll answer your question in a moment. First I want you to watch this short 
video.’ 


Dr Fearmonger disappeared from the screen, the lights lowered, and then a 
video started. 
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The clip appearing on the screen showed the horrific moment a patient 
encountered an organism, and within days, he started to cough persistently. He was 
sweating profusely with high fever, complaining of excruciating pain and gasping for 
breath. Nothing that the attending doctor did helped the patient; additional oxygen did 
no good. The attending doctor put the patient to sleep and placed him on a ventilator, 
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which provided temporary support. The patient died within a few hours. 
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At the end of the video, the screen temporarily went blue, and then Dr 
Fearmonger appeared again on a split screen. He was on the left together with Dr 
Wong by his side. 

‘Now,’ Dr Fearmonger said, looking at the PM of Italy, ‘to answer the 
question which you asked earlier, just watch... By the way, this is happening in real 
time. I would like you to pick up and wear the special pair of spectacles which you 
would find resting in the pocket in front of you.’ 


These spectacles were fitted with magnifying lenses capable of offering the 
wearer x-ray vision. When everyone had put on the spectacles, they could see Dr 
Fearmonger rolled up the sleeve of his left arm and Dr Wong holding a syringe 
containing a hypodermic needle injecting him. 

“What is that you are giving him?’ several of the leaders shouted 
simultaneously. 


Dr. Wong speaking through a microphone attached to the lapel of his white 
overall gave a running commentary. 

‘Tam giving Dr Fearmonger a shot of a vaccine. If you watch on the right side 
of the screen you should be able to see the antigen travelling inside Dr Fearmonger’s 
body.’ 


Through their spectacles, they could see the disease-causing organism 
circulating inside Dr Fearmonger and they watched the medication going inside. They 
observed with great fascination the reaction of his immune system to it. The vaccine 
was quick to recognise the dead viruses as invaders because of the protein they carried 
on their surface, which were of different shapes to anyone in the human body. They 
watched the immune system in Dr Fearmonger’s body trigger a change of events 
involving many different types of white blood cells working together. They saw one 
type of white blood cells making antibodies that could stick to the protein of those 
dead and live invaders. Since that particular type of organism came with a spike-like 
structure on its surface that scientists have called an S protein, which attaches to the 
surface of human cells, they killed them. The leaders were amazed to see the vaccine 
actively targeting these S proteins preventing them from binding themselves to Dr 
Fearmonger’s cells thus stopping the organisms from reproducing themselves. As it 
was training his immune system to make the specific type of antibodies required for 
getting rid of the existing invaders and future ones, more antibodies were being made 
and in a week or two his body would have the necessary defence. 


‘I presume it is a virus,’ the PM of Mauritius said. What is its name?’ 

‘Well,’ Dr. Wong sighed. He took a deep breath then said, ‘when you come to 
hear of it, which would be soon, it would be referred to as the Novel Coronavirus. 
Those of you who are doctors would know that the Coronaviruses are a large family 
of viruses that cause illness ranging from the common cold to more severe diseases 
such as the Middle East Respiratory Syndrome (MERS) and Severe Acute 
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Respiratory Syndrome (SARS). This Coronavirus is a new strain that hasn’t been 
previously identified in humans and I have named it Covid-19 because it was created 
in the year 2019 and also it is easy to pronounce. Most importantly it will prevent 
confusion with other types of Coronaviruses.’ 

The Irish PM shouted, ‘I am a doctor and I have not heard of a new strain 
Coronavirus being around.’ 

The PM of Bhutan was quick to echo the same sentiment, which gained the 
sympathy of Dr Fearmonger and prompted him to say, “Be patient, you will soon hear 
of it, trust me. Briefly, due to an accident in Wuhan, the virus is already out and soon 
people in China will begin to experience the effect of this virus just as you will and 
deaths in millions will follow.’ 


Dr Fearmonger paused for a moment to watch the expression on their face, 
before continuing. 

‘So gentlemen,’ Dr Fearmonger said, ‘all of you can have your shot of the 
vaccine today and neutralise the deadly effect of this virus which right now is living 
inside you and will soon cause havoc.’ 


Dr Fearmonger had succeeded in creating fear in most of the leaders. After 
seriously thinking of their situation, they reacted. 

‘Yes, I want my dose of the vaccine now, please,’ several voices spoke at 
once. 


Dr Fearmonger seeing that he got them hooked he moved in for the kill. He 
was a great believer in striking whilst the iron was hot. 

‘Not so fast gentleman,’ he said, raising his hands in front of him as if to keep 
everyone at bay. ‘I first need something from you all.’ 

‘Of course,’ the Australian PM uttered. No one expects you to do something 
for nothing. You go ahead and name your price. What is it, Money? How much do 
you want?’ 

‘Oui, bien sir, il veut de l'argent,’ said the Prime Minister of Mauritius. 
‘Nommez simplement votre prix.’ 

‘Don’t be bloody stupid you two,’ said the blonde-haired British PM. ‘He has 
already said he was giving us money, so it can’t be money that he wants.’ 


Dr Fearmonger was not at all surprised to hear the reaction of the British PM. 
He smiled sardonically. 

‘He is right gentlemen. I don’t want money...all I want is all your signatures,’ 
Dr Fearmonger confirmed. 

The British PM frowned. ‘Signatures!’ he echoed. ‘For what? On what?’ he 
asked. 


Dr Fearmonger waved a document he had prepared. It was a one-page of A4 
with a brief paragraph written on three-quarter of the page and attached to it was 
several pages containing all the name of the leaders present in the room. 

He said, ‘I want your signature on this document agreeing that you will 
recognise me as your Supreme leader and you will be accountable to me and me only. 
My wishes would be your commands...’ 
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Outside the Whitehouse, in Washington DC, Gigi was reporting on the 
disappearance of the TWAAS05 and answering reporter’s questions. 

‘...just to make it clear, the 25" Amendment has been invoked and power has 
been temporarily transferred to the vice president.’ 

A reporter asked, ‘What are the odds of getting the president back alive? I 
mean, in terms of the hijackers releasing him.’ 

‘I can’t answer that right now, but the FIB team will be briefing the press after 
we have successfully secured the release of the President and the other twenty-four 
world leaders kidnapped with him... until then watch this space.’ 

‘How is the First Lady’s spirits?’ another reporter asked. 

‘All things considered, she is optimistic...erh... right now she is appearing 
strong.’ 
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In the planetarium in Aoudaghost city, where Dr Fearmonger was addressing 
the captives, he told them that in a moment, Dr. Wong would bring them the 
document he wanted them to sign.’ 

‘Ty mnogogo ne khochesh (You don’t want much do you)?’ the Russian 
President said with a grin. 


Dr Fearmonger looked at the Russian President. If there was one President, he 
expected to refuse to give up his power it was he. He had already served three terms 
and was currently in a fourth as President of Russia. His political ideology, priorities 
and policies were unique and he was enjoying high domestic approval ratings. In 
2007, he was Time magazine's Person of the Year. In 2015, he was designated No. 1 
in Time magazine's list of the top 100 most influential people in the world and in 
2013, 2014, 2015 and 2016; he was designated No. 1 on the Forbes list of The 
World’s Most Powerful People. No way was he going to relinquish his power that 
easily. 

Dr Fearmonger was very much aware of the Russian President’s popularity at 
home and that he needed to find additional ways to influence him. The thought of 
possibly cloning him crossed his mind. 

“You do want to live don’t you?’ Dr Fearmonger said to the Russian President. 
‘Not only that, within minute you leave here you will find your people have already 
been infected, you as their President and leader would contribute to infecting others 
and before you realise it you will have a pandemic in your hand which would lead to a 
recession and stagnation. Your political freedoms would be sharply curtailed, leading 
to widespread discontents. The popularity you enjoy now will quickly evaporate.’ 


The other leaders muttered among themselves and reflected for a while on 
their own career. How seriously should they take Dr Fearmonger’s threats? They 
asked themselves. They balanced their power against the lives of their people. They 
remembered how they had sworn allegiance that they would support and protect their 
country. 

Finally, one by one, they felt they couldn't take any chances and asked for the 
document where they started to append their signature. However, when it came to the 
British PM, he pushed the paper away. 

‘I am not going to sign this piece of crap,’ said the British PM. ‘No way will I 


surrender my country, or our sovereignty to you, like we stupidly did to the European 
Union (EU).’ 


Paraphrasing Churchill he added, ‘We shall never surrender, we will fight you 
everywhere, on the sea, on the beaches, on the landing grounds, in the fields, in the 
streets, in the hills, in the air, until you are captured and hang by the neck. When you 
are dead, your head would be chopped off and put on a pole for all to see and mock.’ 


The British PM, a black belt who had cultivated a reputation as a charming 
upper-class happily married man with two children. Despite having used outright 
bigotry in his writing, or used inappropriate words, he still gained the vote and 
confidence of the majority of his people to lead them. 

‘Mr British PM,’ Dr Fearmonger said with gritting teeth, ‘you may be able to 
fight me and even win, but you cannot fight an invisible enemy which is already 
inside you and out there preparing to attack your people.’ 

‘T will, you shall see,’ the British PM retorted, with confidence. ‘We have the 
best and most dedicated doctors, nurses and best equipment in the world. If we can 
defeat Hitler, we can conquer anyone.’ 

‘Brag, brag, brag,’ the German Chancellor silently mocked. 

Dr Fearmonger cut in. ‘Dead people cannot fight. When will you British learn 
this simple dictum?’ 

The Italian PM, although a known pragmatic and ‘institutional’ individual, 
intervened. ‘Non firmo neanche io (I am not signing either),’ he said. 


A jurist and politician, who was serving as Prime Minister of his country at the 
time had spent the majority of his career as a law professor. He became leader of a 
coalition government despite his very low popularity. Many publications such as The 
New York Times and la Repubblica, have described his first Cabinet as the first 
modern populist government in Western Europe. Often nicknamed the lawyer of the 
people and he was not frightened to take on any terrorist who dared come against him. 

‘Yo tampoco (Neither me),’ said the Spanish PM and he looked at the 
American President. 

Upon a vacancy, the Spanish monarch nominates a presidency candidate for a 
vote of confidence by the Congress of Deputies of Spain, the lower house of the 
Cortes Generales (parliament). The process is a parliamentarian investiture by which 
the head of government is indirectly elected by the elected Congress of Deputies. In 
practice, the prime minister was almost always the leader of the largest party in the 
Congress. Since the constitutional practice in Spain, at the time, called for the king to 
act on the advice of his ministers, the prime minister was the country's de facto chief 
executive. 

‘Alright then,’ the US President said sheepishly, ‘I won’t sign either.’ 


In a landmark election result, the US president was elected the President of the 
United States. Love him or loathe him but he couldn’t be ignored. His confidence in 
what he believed in made him a perfect leader. Even after being saddled by 
allegations ranging from mafia ties to unscrupulous business dealings to racial 
discrimination in the last four decades, he had confidently steered towards a landslide 
victory in the Presidential Elections. He had made it evidently clear in the run up to 
the elections that his foreign policy will be singularly focused on making America 
Great and Safe again by destroying radical Islamic terrorist groups, end the nuclear 
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deal with Iran and the ransom payments to the world’s number one state sponsor of 
terrorism. He was a great negotiator and was known to understand complex deals 
coupled with his knowledge of a wide variety of industries and businesses. He was the 
head of a successful empire, which he has led since taking over his father’s real estate 
and construction firm. He was also a television producer and having owned Miss 
USA pageants for nearly 10 years. With trillions of dollars in debt, he was not the sort 
of leader that might be able to turn down free offer of money. 


Dr Fearmonger shrugged his shoulders. Addressing those four leaders, 
(British, Italian, American and Spanish), who had refused to sign his document he 
said, ‘on your heads be it you four stupid leaders who won’t sign. Go back to your 
country. But let me say this: you may be willing to watch your people die, however, 
you would sure die before them.’ 


“On second thoughts, I think I will sign,’ said the American President. 
‘Yo tambien (I'll too),’ said the Spanish Prime Minister. 
The Italian Prime Minister said, ‘Faro meglio anche a me (I’1l better do too).’ 
Dr Fearmonger looked cockily at the British Prime Minister. ‘And how about 
you Mr British Prime Minister, are you going to change your mind?’ he asked. 
‘No, never! I am not the man for turning!’ 
Dr Fearmonger shook his head. ‘You stupid British!’ 


Dr. Wong picked up the signed document and gave it to Dr Fearmonger. As 
the latter was about to close the meeting, the German Chancellor said, ‘have you got 
more of this vaccine? If so, how do we get hold of it for our people?’ 

‘T have a stockpile of it, tucked away in a secret place of course, for the whole 
world, but we can discuss this at our next meeting,’ Dr Fearmonger said and closed 
the meeting. 


He then told Dr. Wong to escort the leaders out of Aoudaghost city and fly 
them back to the airfield where the TWAA505 was waiting. 

‘By the time you get there,’ he said ‘the crew and the flight attendants who 
were knocked out should be coming round from their deep sleep,’ and he walked 
away looking pleased with himself. 
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A computer engineer in the basement of the White House had been frantically 
attempting to locate the TWAA505 and suddenly shouted, ‘I got a visual. The 
TWAAS0S is back under our radar.’ 

Mike Stone grabbed a microphone and talked to Captain Coleman who 
reassured him that everyone was safe and the plane was heading to its original 
destination, San Francisco. 

There were jubilations at the White House. 

‘Erh...where are the two traitors: Tania and Ryan?’ 

‘Oh, they stayed behind.’ 

‘TWAA really need to improve their vetting system,’ Mike Stone commented. 


To hide the truth from the public, the press secretary Gigi made a statement 
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saying that the plane was not hijacked at all as previously believed and claimed a fault 
in their air traffic system caused it to malfunction causing misunderstanding and 
understandable panic. She reassured the listeners that everyone aboard the TWAAS05 
was safe. 2 
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CHAPTER 3 the beginning of lockdown 
2, January 2020, London 


t was a cold January wind and the British Prime Minister was 
shivering as he cycled to 10 Downing Street, a block from White 
Hall. When he got off his bike, he saw a group of people. He 
started to shake their hands wishing them Happy New Year when 
suddenly he remembered that he could be a carrier of the Coronavirus and stopped 
the handshaking, froze, and he was engulfed in a red mist of terror. Oh my goodness if 
this virus truly exist, I have spread the infection to my people, he shuddered to think. 
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Friday 3, January 2020 


Inside number 10, the PM heard that two days previously the Chinese officials 
had alerted the World Health Organisation of a dozen of pneumonia-like cases in the 
city of Wuhan, China as New Year celebrations took place in across the country. 

The next day he heard the US Centres for Disease Control (CDC) had 
identified a seafood market in Wuhan suspecting to be at the centre of the outbreak. 
He immediately picked up the phone and talked to the US President. 

They spent the next hour talking about Dr Fearmonger. The British PM was 
disappointed that despite the special relationship, which he believed to exist between 
the UK and the US, he was the only one who refused to sign Dr Fearmonger’s 
document. 

‘Why did you sign that stupid document?’ The British PM asked. 

‘Because I wanted the vaccine so that I would become immune to the virus.’ 

‘But you signed away your power and the trust your people placed in you?’ 

‘That’s what Dr Fearmonger thinks.’ 

“What do you mean?’ 

‘Did you really think I will let this power crazy maniac usurp my power that I 
have worked so hard to achieve?’ 

‘But you signed agreeing to it.’ 

‘Look, I already have CIA and FBI working together developing a strategy to 
defeat this guy Dr Fearmonger... why don’t you do the same with your MI5/MI6? 
Give these people something to do. By the way, I think you should have signed that 
document too. That way you would have got that vaccine in your system now to 
protect you.’ 

“You don’t truly believe this mumbo jumbo about a Coronavirus, do you? This 
is just flu like the SAR, just another strain... Anyway, don’t you worry about me; my 
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scientists are ready to work hard to produce a vaccine if one is needed.’ 

‘If one is needed?’ the US president echoed with disbelief. ‘Have you already 
forgotten that video Dr Fearmonger showed us? I think the Chinese are being 
economical with the truth. If this particular Coronavirus does exist, and I think it 
does, it’s going to take a year or more my friend to have a vaccine which will work 
effectively... Once my secret service agents get their hands on that Chinese doctor 
Wong and Dr Fearmonger, we will get the vaccine from them... because of our 
special relationship, you and your people will of course be in the front of the queue.’ 

After a short pause the President continued, ‘That doctor Wong may have 
secured immunity from the Coronavirus, but he forgot he doesn’t have immunity from 
my latest technique in getting him to talk and under the influence of the truth-telling 
drug my brilliant scientists have developed I will get from him what I want to know, 
as I usually do... Err... I nearly forgot, how are you feeling, my friend?’ 

‘Well I haven’t bothered to ask my physician to retest me, and I haven’t 
experienced any of the alleged symptoms yet.’ 

‘I think you should get retested ASAP.’ 

The British PM reflected then said, ‘I suppose you are right as usual. I will.’ 

“You take care, my friend.’ 

‘Err...aren’t you going to wish me a Happy New Year?’ 

‘Oh, sorry I forgot.’ He shook his head. ‘I don’t think my memory is serving 
me right these days. In any case, I’m not sure it would be a happy new year though, 
with that so called Coronavirus hanging over us. Still, for what it’s worth, Happy New 
Year to you and your people and Good Luck! You will sure need it,’ he laughed like a 
hyena. ‘Thanks to my brilliant move, I am protected, immune as some would say,’ he 
bragged. 

‘Thanks all the same for your not so good wishes but do accept my good 
wishes to you and yours.’ 

“Very nice of you.’ 
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09:00 Tuesday 13 January 2020 
Newsflash 


‘We interrupt this programme to bring you this disturbing news from abroad,’ the 
female broadcaster said. ‘We have a report stating that China had its first known 
death from an illness, which they say, was caused by a new Coronavirus naming the 
patient was a 61-year-old Wuhanian.’ After gathering her breath, ‘Also today the 
World Health Organisation (WHO) reported a case in Thailand, which was the first 
time the Coronavirus was detected outside China.’ 


End of this newsflash. 


Even though a first known patient was showing symptoms of Covid-19 in 
China, still no one expected it to spread fast. Whilst people in Wuhan and other areas 
of China were walking around wearing facemask, the rest of the world laid back and 
watched. 

For Britain, it was business as usual. The outbreak was being considered as an 
emergency for the East, not a global public health. Everyone in Britain was going 
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about his or her business as usual. No panic buying of toilet rolls or food or concerns 
about possible shortage of PPE (Personal Protective Equipment) should the situation 
become pandemic. At the British airports, tourists were allowed to come and go as 
they please. Only some tourists from China were wearing facemasks in the belief that 
it would stop them from getting the virus or possibly spread it. No social distancing 
was in force. Concerts and public gatherings continued to take place. This laissez- 
faire attitude was later on described by critics as reckless. 
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Relaxing on his sofa in 10 Downing Street, sipping coffee was the British PM 
and as he switched on the TV, he caught another news flash: 


“The Coronavirus has reached the UK,” the young reporter said sounding 
horrified. “Two patients from a family from England tested positive. We think they are 
the first such cases in England. To stop the spread of the virus major airlines 
including United Airline and Virgin Atlantic has suspended flights to china... Many 
countries have charted planes to evacuate their citizens from the infected city 
Wuhan... Coronavirus has also spread to at least twenty countries outside china 
including Australia, France and Hong Kong.” 


End of this newsflash. 


The news shocked the British PM to the extent that he didn’t even hear the 
knock on his door. It was his special adviser, known simply as DC. 

‘T have just heard a news flash Prime Minister.’ 

‘I heard it too, DC.’ 

“We need to act...’ 

“Yes, I suppose we do,’ the PM replied solemnly. 

“We can’t waste any more time. Not taking the alert seriously was an obvious 
mistake,’ DC confessed. 

‘It was. First call my physician, and tell him to get his butt here on the 
double.’ 

‘Consider it done.’ 


Within minutes, his private physician arrived, gave him a full check up and 
confirmed to the PM that he had the Covid-19 virus inside him, which Dr Fearmonger 
had already told him but he’d refused to believe. 

‘I advise you to self-isolate immediately, Prime Minister.’ 
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Later on that day, he heard even more people were infected and in parliament 
during Prime Minister’s Questiontime (PMQ), the opposition leader was demanding 
answers. 

‘Mr. Speaker, we’ve got a crisis in our hands. COVID-19 is here. The 
hospitals are filling up around the country risking overwhelming the National Health 
Service (NHS). Could the deputy Prime Minister tell us why the Prime Minster is not 
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here to tell us what actions he is taking, if any?’ 


Several members of parliament from both sides of the house stood up 
indicating their keenness to know what was going on. 

‘Mr Speaker,’ the deputy prime minister said as he stood at the despatch box. 
‘First let me inform the house that the prime minister, under advice of his physician, 
is self-isolating.’ 


There were buzzing noises in the house on hearing that unexpected news. 


The deputy prime minister waited for the Speaker of the house to call for order 
before continuing. ‘The PM is well aware what is going on and as we speak a plan of 
action is being formulated.’ 

The leader of opposition sprung to his feet again. ‘Mr Speaker, I am genuinely 
sorry to hear of the prime minster’s health condition, and I hope he is not seriously 
affected. However, news has it that Doctors are clueless on how to treat those 
infected, which is very worrying. Equally worrying there isn’t enough PPE. This 
situation is quite unacceptable. I can’t help asking if this prime minister is in a fit state 
to govern?’ 


The PM tuning in from 10 Downing Street, closed his eyes tightly, but it was 
impossible for him to shut out the vision of what was happening all around him, 
especially after having seen the video Dr Fearmonger had showed him where one 
patient was having difficulty breathing and begging the doctor for help. 

He had also watched a clip on TV taken in a London hospital, where an 
elderly patient with the disease lying in bed crying for attention. He had painfully 
observed Nurses running around without facemask and PPEs, trying to provide 
oxygen to those who needed it, and terrified doctors running in every direction, trying 
to outrace death. 

From far, far away, he could hear Dr Fearmonger’s voice echoing, ‘Have you 
changed your mind British Prime Minister?’ 


Now that parliamentarians were asking awkward questions for which they 
were getting little or no answers and were not afraid to show their nervousness and 
anger, the PM was under increasing pressure to show he was in control.. 
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The phone rang. ‘Mr Prime Minister...’ 

‘Okay, DC what have you got?’ 

‘In the past 12 hours 1000 cases have been reported in London alone, ten 
fatalities.’ 

‘Okay it sounds bad.’ 

‘It is bad, prime minister.’ 

‘So it’s not just a different type of flu, then?’ the PM sought clarification. 

‘No prime minister. The Coronavirus is a totally new virus, never seen before, 
highly contagious and deadly.’ 

‘So this is the superbug he warned us about,’ he mumbled...but stopped 
abruptly when he realised no one knew of his meeting with Dr Fearmonger. 

‘Who are you referring to, prime minister?’ 
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The PM quickly rephrased...Erh the World Health Organisation warmed us, 
isn’t it?’ 

‘Yes Prime Minister? Hmmm... I’ve got the chief medical officer here who 
wants a word.’ 

‘Put him on.’ 

‘Prime Minister, this Coronavirus is vicious. It has no respect for human lives, 
particularly the elderly.’ 


And no one here has immunity, he reflected aloud... and it seems to be 
spreading fast! 


“Yes and yes... Judging by the rate it is spreading, in a couple of days or so 
our NHS would be overwhelmed and soon grinned to a halt.’ 
“You don’t say! Shocking prediction!’ 


No sooner he had put the phone down it rang again. This time the director of 
communications, Casey Dodge, was on the line. 

‘The country is very concerned and trust is beginning to ebb away. You need 
to make a statement.’ 

‘I agree. I'll make a public address. Set it up please.’ 
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On that bleak winter day, slowly and warily, he moved to his desk, logged in 
on Skype and addressed the Nation:- 


‘Hello,’ he began his address. ‘J just want to bring you up to speed with 
something that happened today. I have taken a test on the Coronavirus and I have 
tested positive. The chief medical officer has told me that as early as in five days time 
I could develop a persistent cough and experience a rise in temperature. Therefore, I 
am working from home. I am self-isolating in No.10. That is entirely the right thing to 
do.’ 


He swallowed. Until that moment, he appeared to have a cavalier attitude 
towards the coronavirus situation. He took a deep breath and continued. 


‘Be in no doubt that I can continue, thanks to the wizardry of modern 
technology, with all my top team to lead the national fight back against the 
Coronavirus. I thank everybody who is involved. I want to thank of course the NHS 
staff. It was very moving to witness the national clap for the NHS. However, it’s not 
only our NHS but the police, our social care workers, teachers, DWP staff, and also 
our British public volunteering to take part in a great national effort to protect from 
the consequences of Coronavirus. I want to thank everybody who is helping to keep 
this country going.’ 


He was clearly expressing his deep appreciation for the public services whose 
backing he would need if he were to fight this Coronavirus successfully and provided 
the necessary reassurance by indicating he had a plan of action and preparing the 
population to cooperate. 
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‘We will get through it,’ he said, sounding reassuring. ‘The way we are going 
to get through it is of course by applying certain measures you will soon hear much 
more. The quicker we all comply with those measures, the faster our country will 
come through this epidemic and the faster we will bounce back.’ 


He concluded, ‘Stay at home, Protect the NHS and Save lives.’ 
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Out of the blue his Health Minister popped in. ‘Are you all right?’ 

He looked at him in complete astonishment. ‘Did you not watch my address to 
the nation just now?’ 

‘Oh yes, it was great.’ 

‘Didn’t you hear me say I’m self-isolating?’ 

‘Erh...I...I did, but I didn’t think you meant from me as well.’ 

The PM shook his head. “You know if you were a candidate on the 
Apprentice, you would be fired straight away. Get back to work before you have to 
self-isolate too.’ 


As the Health Minister was leaving, the phone rang and the PM picked up the 
receiver. 

“Yes.” 

‘The chief medical officer for Scotland here, I have just watched your address 
to the nation. I was very impressed.’ 

‘Thank you. Thank you.’ 

‘I know you have been away so I don’t expect you would have heard me on 
the daily briefing. I advised everyone to keep indoors.’ 

‘That’s good advice! Well done you! I wished I had more like you around 
me.’ 

‘Erm... but you know Prime Minister, as far as I am concerned, this advice is 
only for others to follow, not me. In fact unlike many people, I have a second home 
that I have since visited twice.’ 

‘Really?’ said the shocked PM. ‘Was that absolutely necessary?’ 

‘Well sort of...something to do.’ 

“You bloody idiot, you are fired.’ 

‘What... I am Scottish; we want our independence, not your pompous 
arrogance. You cannot fire me. This is for my friend the First minister of Scotland to 
decide.’ 

‘Get off this line you duplicitous, useless idiot,’ and the line went dead. 


Later on that day, the Scottish chief medical officer released a statement 
saying she has resigned because she did not follow the advice she was giving to 
others. What a hypocrite, people writing on twitter was saying. How irresponsible, 
others in the media described her behaviours. Even though she had admitted she’d 
made a mistake which had totally undermined the call for the nation to keep indoors, 
yet because she had apologise for it, the Scottish first minister unbelievably wanted 
her to stay in her job. Incredible, Isn’t that? 
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After video-conferencing with his top team, the British Prime Minister had a 
private discussion with his Special Adviser. They agreed that MIS and MI6 should 
join forces in an effort to (a) destroy Dr Fearmonger and his allies and (b) locate the 
stockpile of the vaccine. 

The PM scared of what was happening around him, immediately placed a call 
to the head of the Secret Intelligence Service (SIS), commonly known as of MI6. # 
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CHAPTER 4 tracking down the culprit 


January, 2019, ACCRA, Ghana 


uring talk with the head of SIS, the British Prime Minister called 
for a highly daring and successful Secret Service Agent (SSA), 
who could find Dr Fearmonger and Dr. Wong and obtain the 
vaccine he understood they possessed. 

SIS suggested an agent by the code name Blue Hart who exceeded all the 
characteristics of James Bond and has the ability to become invisible at will, when 
needed. Could he be the man who locates and bring back a sample of the vaccine 
before more people die? 
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The relentless ringing of the telephone awakened Blue Hart. He struggled to 
sit up, picked up his smart Rolex watch, which to most people was just a cheap metal 
with a high-priced tag, but in reality was a box of trick, capable of many things, which 
he carried on his wrist. He looked at it with foggy-eyes. It was four o’clock in the 
morning. He picked up the phone. 

‘Hello?’ he said. 

‘Hart ...’ 

‘SIS?’ 

‘Get to my office as fast as you can.’ 

“What’s happened?’ 

‘Get here and I’ fill you in.’ 

‘Alright! I’m on my way,’ Blue Hart said and replaced the phone on its cradle. 


Fifteen minutes later, hastily dressed, Blue Hart walked in and saw Daisy 
Redeyes sitting at her desk, looking sleepy. 

‘Couldn’t you sleep either?’ Blue Hart commented. 

She looked at Hart, unamused. ‘He’s waiting for you.’ 


Daisy Redeyes was the personal assistant of SIS, dedicated to her work, a 
great admirer of Blue Hart. Whilst they happily flirt with each other, they never had 
time to take their relationship further. 

Blue Hart walked into SIS’s office. 

SIS looked up and said, ‘sit down Hart.’ 

SIS continued. ‘I hate to bring you here at this hour, but I’ve just had an urgent 
top secret meeting with the PM.’ SIS handed Blue Hart an envelope. ‘Inside you will 
find all the information you need.’ 
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Blue Hart wasted no time in opening the envelope and inside he saw two 
pictures, one of Dr. Wong and the other of Dr Fearmonger. He recognised the latter 
immediately despite his disguise. 

‘The last time I heard, Dr Fearmonger had gone into hiding after his facial 
burn which disfigured part of his face,’ Blue Hart informed and, ‘Ever since, he has 
resorted to using heavy makeup including various disguises so as not to be 
recognised. Rumour has it that he is waiting for corrective surgery.’ 

‘Have you ever seen his real face?’ 

‘Once, before it got burnt.’ 

‘Does he know you?’ 

‘Not that I know of.’ 

‘Find him quick,’ SIS said, ‘and also this Dr Wong. They have a stockpile of 
the COVID-19 vaccine hidden somewhere, which we desperately need. If we don’t 
get this vaccine from them this country would be finished.’ 

“How do you know they have it?’ 

‘It is sufficient for you to know that I know.’ 

‘Tsee... Erh... P’ll do my best, sir.’ 


Blue Hart sprung into action. 
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MIG6 is the British foreign intelligence service while MI5 is the British security 
service. MI6 is effectively the British Spies while MIS is there to catch them. Between 
them, they hold much that is kept secret even from very senior officers in the 
organisation. Only SIS and his Chief of Staff know absolutely everything there is to 
know. 


38 28 3k 


On that cold, wet and icy morning in January, Blue Hart was galvanised into 
action. There are few less attractive places to spend a hot afternoon than Kotoka 
International Airport in ACCRA, Ghana. The Ghanaian runway was large enough to 
take the big jets like the Airbus A380, and little has been left over for anything else. 

After 9hrs, 25mins of flying on a Lufthansa flight from London, Blue Hart had 
arrived at ACCRA airport an hour early and there were two hours to go before he 
could continue the short journey to Sdo Tome. After taking off his coat and tie, he sat 
down on a hard wooden bench gloomily surveying the contents of the In-Bound duty 
free shops with its rare perfumes, liquor, and Havana cigars. He had had breakfast and 
lunch on the plane; it was the wrong time for a drink. The weather was so hot in 
Ghana that his handkerchief was soaked after he had wiped over his face and neck. 

There were few passengers in the lounge. A man and a woman, possibly from 
Nigeria, sitting close together against the opposite wall stared fixedly at Blue Hart. 
The latter got up and went over to the shop. He bought a Daily paper and returned to 
his place. New drug laws to combat the cultivation of marijuana and cannabis filled 
the front page. After reading the whole paper, he put it aside. 

He did not expect to get on the scent of Dr Fearmonger on his first evening in 
Sado Tome. There was a possibility he was not even in that region. He had tried to 
locate him before and failed. Now that Blue Hart got the mission to ferret him out, he 
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wondered if he could find his man, if he could carry out his instructions, if, if, if... 
Blue Hart looked at his watch. He picked up his coat and briefcase. Not much longer 
to go! What were a couple of hours of heat and boredom in this island compared with 
his survival against the mad Dr Fearmonger? 

Blue Hart wandered off into the area where there was a central display stand 
holding messages for incoming and outgoing passengers in alphabetic order. As usual, 
Blue Hart wondered if there was something for him. Curiously, he ran his eye over 
the scattered envelopes, held with blue-tack, beneath each corresponding letter. He 
could see nothing under “B,” and nothing under “H”. Whilst running a bored eye over 
the other envelopes he unexpectedly received a called from HQ. He looked around 
him, lazily. The Nigerian couple was out of sight. Nobody else could hear or see him 
talking to his watch, which had the functionality of a smart mobile. 


DR FEARMONGER PASSENGER FROM WUHAN TO ACCRA, the 
voice said and added MESSAGE RECEIVED FROM OUR INFORMER 
IN CHINA AT 08:15: STOCK COMING FROM HLAB MIDDAY TOMORROW. 


Blue Hart uttered a short burst of laughter and triumph. HLAB— could it be 
Huwan Laboratory? It must be! This must be my lucky day, he thought. 

After the call ended, he looked around and saw a few people milling around. 
He moved his mouth away from his watch, walked over to the Airline booking 
counter, and cancelled his reservation to Sdo Tomé. He then went to the ACCRA 
counter and looked through the timetable. Yes, the WUH flight from Wuhan, China 
and ACCRA Kotoka airport was due in at 12:00 the next day. He went over to the 
telephone booth, dialled a number, and got through to the British Ambassador’s 
Office in ACCRA. 

A girl's voice came on the line. ‘The British Ambassador’s Office, ACCRA.’ 

Blue Hart noticed there was something vaguely familiar in the tone of the 
voice. He said, ‘Could I speak to Ambassador Alistair Frost? Iam a friend from 
London.’ 

‘I'm afraid you can’t, he is away from Ghana. I am his assistant, can I help?’ 
After a pause, ‘May I know who is calling?’ 

‘Erm...it's. ..” 

The voice broke into excitement. ‘Is that Blue?’ 

Blue Hart laughed. ‘Well I would be damned! It is Kiki White, dubbed 
Sweetlips because of her natural ability to give the perfect kiss. What are you doing 
here?’ 

‘The same I used to do for you. This is wonderful! But where are you calling 
from?’ 

‘Kotoka International Airport...erh... We can talk later but right now, I need 
your help. What say you?’ 

‘Anything! Just ask!’ 

‘First I need some Ghanaian money, say a thousand pound worth. Then I need 
a car, one with a bit of power and thirdly a place to stay for the night. Finally, I want 
you to wait there for me. We can have dinner together. Can you do all that?’ 

‘Hmmm... you can bet on it... Anything else?’ 

‘Dress sexy.’ 

Miss Sweetlips laughed. ‘Blue you haven’t changed... Oh, shall I call you 
back on this number?’ 

‘No. Use this one.’ Blue Hart gave her his cell phone number.’ 
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After copying it down Sweetlips said, ‘I’ll get back to you soon. Bye.’ 


Blue Hart wiped his face and neck again. He could not believe it! Miss 
Sweetlips was his old assistant who left the MI6 to get married. The last he knew she 
was abroad, not sure where. That was water under the bridge! Now he suddenly had 
himself someone he can trust as an ally. 2 


CHAPTER 5 a national emergency 


December 2019, Wuhan, China. 


en the first known patient showing symptoms of Covid-19 

had appeared in China, no one expected it to spread so fast. 

The Chinese government had kept it from the world even 

though many Chinese people were falling ill and several were 

dying too. It took the Wuhan authorities one month and two days, to issue a public 

health alert. People were focussing more on how it came about. Several Theories 

began to emerge. One theory that gained a lot of traction was that the Coronavirus 

jumped from bats to humans. Akin to that, there were speculations that in one of two 

labs in Wuhan a doctor accidentally infected himself and passed it on. People in 

Wuhan and other areas of China were walking around covered from top to bottom and 
wearing a mask, and looking like aliens from out of space. 

As tourists were visiting Italy, they were transporting the virus to that country 

and soon the number of cases began to appear and increased at an alarming rate on a 

daily basis. Doctors and other officials got worried especially when the number of 

deaths in both countries began to spiral upwards; the respective government was 

trying to react as best as they could. 
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A national emergency: the lockdown in United Kingdom 


Back in London, the situation was getting serious. Now that the Coronavirus 
had hit the UK, the USA and other parts of the world, it became clear to authorities it 
had become pandemic. 

Realising that the situation was getting worse, the British government and 
other governments around the world decided to take the very action that it had tried to 
delay as much as possible. 

In the UK, from No.10 Downing Street, the British Prime Minister addressed 
the nation:- 


‘Good Evening. The Coronavirus is the biggest threat this country has faced 
in decades and this country is not alone. All over the world, we are seeing the 
devastating impact of this invisible killer. Tonight I will update you on the latest steps 
we are taking to fight the disease and what you can do to help.’ 


The PM knew, for him to succeed in his endeavour he needed the public to 
cooperate and back him, and obviously, they would only do that if they understood 
why he was asking them to do certain things. 

After a pause, he began justifying his actions. ‘J want to begin by reminding 
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you why the UK has been taking the approach that we have. Without a huge national 
effort to halt the growth of this Coronavirus there will come a moment when no 
health service in the world could possibly cope because there will not be enough 
ventilators, enough intensive care beds, enough doctors and nurses.’ 


Having stated the obvious, he swallowed and then added, ‘We have seen 
elsewhere, in other countries, although they have fantastic healthcare system, that is 
the moment of real danger. To put it simply, if too many people become seriously 
unwell at the same time, the NHS will be unable to handle it. Meaning more people 
are likely to die, not just from Coronavirus but from other illnesses as well.’ 


After a deep breath, having made the people more receptive he was ready to 
instruct. ‘So it is vital to slow the spread of the disease because that is the way we 
reduce the number of people needing hospital treatment at any one time, so that we 
can protect the NHS ability to cope and save more lives. That’s why we have been 
asking people to stay at home during this pandemic. Although huge numbers are 
complying and I thank you, the time has come for us to do more. From this evening, 
to stop the virus from spreading I must give the British people a few simple 
instructions. ’ 

The PM permitted the people to go to the shops for essential things and to use 
food delivery services where possible. Do one form of exercise a day e.g., a run, a 
walk, or cycle alone, or with members of their household. Provide medical care or 
help to vulnerable person, and travel to and from work only where that was necessary 
and cannot be done from home. He stressed that no one should be meeting friends, 
family members who do not live in your home. 

The PM knew there would be some who needed more persuasion to comply. 
To them he said, ‘if you don’t follow the rules, the police will have the powers to 
enforce them including through fines and dispersing gatherings, to ensure compliance 
with the government’s instructions to stay at home.’ 


Showing he was serious in his approach the PM announced that all shops 
selling none essential goods including clothing, and electrical stores, and other 
premises such as libraries, play grounds and outdoor gyms, and places of worships 
will be closed, immediately. 

He also placed a band on all gathering of more than two people in public as 
well as people they lived with, including weddings and other ceremonies but 
excluding funerals. 

Realising the harshness of his demands, the PM said, ‘No Prime Minister 
wants to enact measures like this. I know the damage that this destruction is doing or 
do to people’s lives, to their businesses and to their jobs.’ He went on to say, ‘that is 
why we have produced a huge and unprecedented programme of support both for 
workers and for businesses and I can assure you we will keep these restrictions under 
constant review... We will look again in a few weeks and relax them if there is 
evidence that shows we are able to, but at present there just no easy options.’ 

He admitted that the way ahead was hard and it was still true that many lives 
would sadly be lost but revealed there was a clear way through. ‘Day by day, we are 
strengthening our amazing NHS,’ he said. ‘Ten thousands and five hundred former 
clinicians are now coming back to the service. With the time you buy by staying at 
home, we are increasing our stock of equipment, we are accelerating our search for 
treatment, we are pioneering work on a vaccine, and we are buying millions of test 
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kits to enable us to turn the tide on this invisible killer.’ 


The PM thanked everyone from the supermarket staff to the transport staff, 
to the carers, nurses and doctors on the front line who was working flat out to beat the 
Coronavirus and concluded with this powerful but inclusive statement, ‘In this fight, 
we can be in no doubt that; each and every one of us is directly enlisted. Each one of 
us is now obliged to join to halt the spread of this disease, to protect our NHS and to 
save many, many thousands of lives. That’s all. Thank you.’ 

The PM was generous in his speech in acknowledging that the people of the 
United Kingdom had, so many times in the past, risen to that challenge and he 
reassured them that they would come through it stronger than ever. ‘We will beat this 
Coronavirus and we will beat it together, a determined PM said, and urged them all 
that at that moment of national emergency, to stay at home, protect our NHS and save 
lives. 
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In ACCRA, Ghana. Forty-five minutes after being in touch with Sweetlips, 
she rang back. Blue Hart picked up the call. After a brief chat, the call ended. He 
picked up his briefcase and hailed a taxi. 

‘Bellevue Cottage’ he instructed the driver and took a seat at the back. He 
happily allowed the air from the open windows dried him up. 

The private little hide out Sweetlips had found was a villa located in 
Community 18, a suburb of Baastonaa, off the Harbour Road. The lay out was 
carefully designed to provide maximum security and privacy. There was one large 
ensuite bedroom, with a king size bed, a toilet and bathroom. 

Sweetlips was at the property when Blue Hart got out of the taxi. She showed 
him to a comfortable air-conditioned room with a view of the pool. It was in close 
proximity to the Airport. 

“Well, well you haven’t changed a bit,’ Sweetlips praised Blue Hart. 

‘Neither have you,’ Blue Hart returned the compliment. 

‘Now I must get a shower, perhaps something to eat and then some sleep. That 
ACCRA Airport is murder.’ 

“You go ahead. In the meantime, I'll place an order for a take away for two 
prawn cocktail for dinner, prepared the way you like it, steamed and covered with 
seafood cream of course and two nice steak served with mash and peas.’ 

‘Don’t forget the Champagne, we have reason to celebrate.’ 

“Champagne on ice will be ready when you come out of the shower?’ 
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Blue Hart after having had his shower, dressed in shirt, slacks, and sandals and 
wandered into the lounge, walked to a tray containing drinks and poured himself a 
double black on the rocks and thought how he would take Dr Fearmonger. This had 
preoccupied his mind since SIS gave him his assignment. Knowing how devious and 
fast on the draw Dr Fearmonger was, he didn’t want to provoke him without having 
thought through his strategy properly. Besides, he didn’t like killing in cold blood and 
in so doing he can get himself killed too. More importantly, he needed to get a fix on 
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the location where the vaccine is hidden, before blowing Dr Fearmonger’s head off. 
Finally, he decided to play a few things by ear. 

Two naked arms smelling of Chanel Number 5 wrapped round his neck and 
warm lips kissed the corner of his mouth. As he reached up to hold the arms where 
they were, a panting voice said, ‘Oh, Blue! I'm sorry. I just had to! It's so wonderful to 
see you again.’ 

‘Didn’t you go away to get married?’ 

‘Well I couldn’t go ahead with it. I like my free-style living too much.’ 


Blue Hart put his hand under her soft chin and lifted up her mouth and kissed 
her full on the half-open lips.’ He said, ‘Why haven’t we done this before, Sweetlips?’ 

She pulled away from him. She was wearing a yellow sleeveless dress. It was 
all tight against the bosom and the hips. She smiled, as he looked her over. The zip 
was down the back. 

Blue Hart got up and cracked open the Champagne, and filled two glasses. He 
offered Sweetlips one glass and took the other. They sat opposite each other 
exchanging news. 

She sipped her drink carefully. She was not that much of a drinker and had the 
occasional cigarette. He lit a cigarette. When he offered her one and she refused, he 
stabbed his out. 

‘No need to do that,’ Sweetlips said. 

‘| have been trying to quit but as you can see I have so far failed.’ 


She reached into a plain leather handbag on a gold metal chain and handed 
him a thick envelope. 

She said, ‘Mostly in tens, a few fivers. Shall I put it in as expenses?’ 

‘No, give me your bank details and I'll debit you direct.’ 


She took a sip of her drink. ‘The car is outside. It’s a Toyota Land Cruiser, 4 
wheel drive. It belongs to a friend of mine. She hardly uses it. It's a bit aged, but it's 
still pretty fast and it won't let you down, but try not to push it too hard. The tank's 
half-full, and I've put an area map in the glove compartment, just in case you should 
need one. 

‘That's fine.’ 


Dinner had arrived and the deliveryman was kind enough to lay the table for 
them. They moved to the table and sat at each end of the table facing each other. 


‘Now tell me, what brought you to ACCRA,’ Sweetlips asked. 

Blue Hart looked straight at her. ‘To tell you the truth, I don't exactly know if I 
am in the right region.’ He paused and then added, ‘I am trying to locate a man called 
Dr Fearmonger.’ 

‘Is he a gunman of some sort?’ 

‘More than that, a megalomaniac who holds the key to combating the 
Coronavirus—A much needed vaccine which he got piled up somewhere. I am to find 
him, learn where he has hidden the vaccine,’ said Blue Hart. 

‘And then?’ 

‘Kill him of course.’ 

‘Presumably help yourself with the vaccine.’ 

‘Of course.’ 
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‘But how are you going to move this stockpile when you find it?’ 

‘Oh, all I need is a few samples which we can then mass produce in UK and 
other factories in the EU and roll out.’ 

‘Got you!’ 2 
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CHAPTER 6 Blue Hart on the scent of Dr Fearmonger 


December, 2019, Ghana 


he next day Blue Hart drove to Kotoka airport. Miss Sweetlips had 

insisted on coming along. Blue Hart did not argue. As he got close 

to the airport, he stopped at the first garage, took in petrol to fill the 

tank, and put Miss Sweetlips into a hired car for the return trip. Blue 
Hart said he would keep in touch when he could, and get back to her if he should need 
her help again, and then, businesslike, she was off back down the dusty road and Blue 
Hart drove into the airport car park. He locked the car and sauntered into the arrival 
lounge. There were a few people about. He slit open a packet of cigarette, took out 
one and lit it. 

At 12:00 exactly, a plane landed on the tarmac in ACCRA. The only 
passenger coming out was Jojo Owusu. Jojo was truly a scary looking man. He was 
tall, and a real copycat of the Black and White Minstrel in the British TV shows of the 
sixties and seventies. He wore a white suite, shoes, shirt and bowler hat. His black tie 
matched his black face and the band surrounding his hat, perfectly. The white gloves 
on his hands were made of silk. In the dark, all one could see of him was a white 
figure with two piercing white circular eyes and white protruding lips. It was a face 
out of a nightmare movie. To strengthen Jojo’s image he always walked around 
carrying an umbrella which when opened in a particular way was capable of 
deploying a missile. If there were anything envious about him, it would have had to 
be his full set of shiny white teeth. As he walked down the landing steps of the plane 
to a waiting limousine, he smiled proving that Colgate does keep your teeth whiter 
than white and gives you confidence. 

Blue Hart was disappointed because he had expected Dr Fearmonger and the 
man who got off that plane was not he. But who could that man be, he wondered. Blue 
Hart got into his borrowed Land Cruiser that Sweetlips had sourced for him and 
followed the limo. He kept as far behind as he could in order not to be spotted. 

Moments later Blue Hart found himself in front of a two storeys building with 
balconies running all the way round and it was wooden built with silvering shingles. 
Wooden steps ran up to an open front door, over whose lintel, whereas few of the 
other buildings in the street bore numbers, a big enamelled metal sign announced 
“Pleasure House Cafe” in white on a dark piece of oak. Tables, chairs, and a serving 
counter could be seen through a rather dusty glass window. Jojo got out of the limo 
and entered the building. He came up and leant against the counter. After the limo 
left, Blue Hart walked across the street, up the steps, parted the bead curtain that hung 
over the entrance, went straight to the counter, and took a seat next to Jojo. The 
latter’s cold immobility of his eyes examined Blue Hart with an expression of aloof 
disinterest. 

He said, ‘When I ask questions I get answers. If I don’t I make ‘em dance. 
Then I blow their head off.’ 

Blue Hart said, ‘That sounds rather cruel. Why do you do that?’ 
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‘It makes me happy. Now why have you followed me?’ 

Blue Hart said, ‘Who said I have? Why would I want to?’ 

‘That was my question...The road to here is private. There is a sign way there 
that says so. You look foreign, what are you doing here, stranger? Don’t tell me you 
wanted some action?’ 

“Yes I was told there is a good selection of girls here.’ 

‘There are five bedrooms upstairs. Very clean. It only cost fifty pounds.’ 
Turning to the girl standing at the counter, ‘Hey Jane is any of the girls free?’ 

Jane said, ‘There's Kaho up there now.’ 

‘Your lucky day,’ Jojo said. ‘Care to meet up with her?’ 

‘Not today, thanks, it's too hot, but do you only have one at a time?’ 

‘There's Erina, but she's engaged. In half an hour, you can have them both. 
By then it would be cooler.’ 

Blue Hart, pointing to Jane, ‘I like her.’ 


Jane managed the place for Jojo. She was very pretty with bold brown flirty 
eyes, slightly up tilted at the corners, beneath a fringe of silken black hair. She was 
dressed in an above knee frock of beautiful pink, which went well with the coffee, and 
cream of her skin. Her wrists and ankles were tiny. 

‘She is not on the list. She is reserved for me,’ said Jojo. 

‘That’s a shame.’ 


Blue Hart raised his hands in mock surrender. He lowered them and turned to 
Jane. Referring to Jojo, he asked, ‘Who is this man? Whoever he is give him a drink.’ 

“You really don’t know who I am?’ Jojo remarked, then looking at Jane he 
said, ‘tell him.’ 

Blue Hart glanced at Jojo and said, ‘On second thought why don’t you tell 
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me. 


Blue Hart was ready to pull the trigger of his gun. 

‘I own this joint. What’s your name?’ 

Blue Hart needed to think of a fake name quickly. To buy time he said, ‘Why 
do you want to know?’ He walked on into the middle of the room and sat down at a 
table. He said. ‘Come and sit down and stop trying to lean on me.’ 


Jojo shrugged. He took two long strides, making sure he was two metres away 
because of Covid19, picked up one of the metal chairs, twirled it round and thrust it 
in-between his legs, and then sat ass-backwards, his left arm lying along the back of 
the chair. His right arm rested on his thigh, inches from the umbrella-butt that was by 
his side. 

Blue Hart recognised that it was a good working position for a gunman, the 
metal back of the chair acting as a shield for most of the body. This was certainly a 
most careful and professional man. 

Blue Hart, both hands in full view of the tabletop, said cheerfully, ‘My name's 
John Bull—a fairly common English name, he thought—I work for a drug company 
called BioPharma Solutions. I’m promoting a new Cytotoxics drug.’ 

“What it’s called?’ 

‘Mitoxantrone...you know it?’ 
‘Sure I know it. How are you distributing it?’ 
‘Not so fast, my friend. First of all, who are you and what’s your business?’ 


‘T’ve already told you, I own this joint. My name is Jojo Owusu.’ 

Blue Hart smiled. ‘Nice to meet you Jojo, but surely you do other things on 
the side?’ 

‘If I tell you, would you keep it to yourself?’ 

‘But of course.’ 

‘Those people who hadn't, are dead.’ He grinned sardonically. 


Blue Hart leaned back. He crossed one leg over the other, above the knee, and 
grasped the ankle in a clubman pose. 

‘I do wish you'd stop talking in such grandiose fashion. For instance, Judas 
betrayed Jesus.’ 

“What the fuck are you talking about? Anyway look what happened to both of 
them.’ 

‘You got a point.’ Blue Hart smiled. ‘You are probably a small frog in a small 
pond.’ 

‘If you call being the right hand man of Dr Fearmonger, a small frog...’ 

“You know Dr Fearmonger?’ 

‘Yes... You know him?’ 

‘No,’ Blue Hart said. He has seen Dr Fearmonger from a distance before but 
they have never met each other. ‘No one has seen him for years,’ he said, ‘Everyone 
says he is dead in a ditch somewhere.’ 

‘Wrong. He is very much alive and kicking my friend.’ 

‘I don’t believe you.’ 

‘Alright. Would you like to meet him?’ 

‘Err...I wouldn’t mind.’ 

‘Hey you sure you are not a cop?’ 

Blue Hart frowned. ‘Me a cop, spare me the joke.’ 

‘Come a bit forward,’ Jojo said. 

Blue Hart refused, ‘you obviously haven’t heard of social distancing, hey.’ 


Jojo said something in a low voice. 

“You don’t say,’ Blue Hart looked excited. 

‘The world needs it.’ 

‘Of course they do,’ Blue Hart confirmed. ‘This Coronavirus is causing havoc 
everywhere. You can ask almost any amount of money and all governments would 
pay.’ 

‘I think Dr Fearmonger would value a man like you.’ 

‘Really? When can I meet him?’ Blue Hart added blandly. 

‘Can you come to Sado Tomé with me?’ 

‘When?’ 

‘Pll let you know.’ 

Blue Hart leant forward and said, ‘There is something important you need to 
know. It is from a sure source. There is a man called Blue Hart is looking for Dr 
Fearmonger in this territory. This new man is from the British Secret Service. I have 
no information or descriptions of this man, but it seems that he is highly rated by 
those I have spoken with... Jojo have you heard of this man?’ 

Jojo exhaled. ‘To hell, no! In any case, I enjoy cutting their famous secret 
agents and feeding their flesh to my alligators from time to time. Only last week, I 
disposed of one of them who came to nose after me. A man called Alistair...’ 

“Alistair Compel?’ 
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‘Noooo...’ 

“Alistair Burnett?’ 

‘Nooo,’ he laughed. ‘that’s a famous broadcaster, isn’t it?’ 

“Alistair Frost?’ 

Jojo raised his eyebrows. ‘That’s the one. Do you know him?’ 

‘T don’t think so...,’ Blue Hart lied. ‘The one I was thinking of is old, probably 
even dead.’ 

‘This one definitely is,’ said Jojo. ‘His body was so old, I couldn't bring 
myself to give it to my alligators, so, it is now very slowly sinking to the bottom of 
the largest lake in Ghana—Lake Volta—approximately 107km from ACCRA.’ 

Looking very please with himself, he laughed his head off. 2 


CHAPTER 7 Coronavirus hitting at the heart of government 


March, 2020, London 


t 6:00 PM, in London, two men and a woman were standing in front of their 

podium, giving an update to the country. Several journalists were present. 

None of the speakers were wearing mask but they were standing two metres 
apart from each other. The man in the middle was the deputy Prime Minister. On his 
right, he had the chief medical officer (CMO) and on his left, the deputy chief 
scientific adviser (DCSA). 


‘Welcome to downing street for today’s Coronavirus press conference,’ the 
deputy Prime Minister said. 

Before giving an update on the scientific data, he updated the population on 
the steps the government was taking to defeat the Coronavirus. 

‘Our step-by-step action plan,’ he said, ‘is aimed at slowing the spread of the 
virus so that fewer people would require hospital treatment at any one time and that 
would protect the NHS ability to cope...’ 

He underlined that at each point the government have been following 
scientific and medical advice and that they have been very deliberate in their actions 
and have taken the right measures at the right time. He said they were taking 
unprecedented action to increase the NHS capacity by dramatically expanding the 
number of beds, key staff and equipment on the front line to give people the care they 
need when they need it most. He explained that the government was protecting the 
NHS in order to save lives, by instructing the people to stay at home. After taking a 
sip of water he added, ‘TJ can report that through our government ongoing monitoring 
and testing programme, as of today 208 thousands and 837 people have now tested 
for the virus, 51 thousands and 608 people have tested positive. The number of people 
admitted to hospital with Coronavirus symptoms now stand at 17 thousands 911 and 
of those who have contracted the virus 5 thousands 373 sadly have died. Our thoughts 
and deepest condolences are with their love ones at this very difficult time. These 
figures are a powerful reminder why we need everyone to follow the government 
guidance. We must stay home to protect our NHS and to save lives.’ 

He stopped and took a deep breath, then said that the previous night, following 
advice from the doctor, the Prime Minister was admitted to hospital, and that it was a 
precautionary step because he continued to have Coronavirus symptoms ten days after 
first tested positive for the virus. He reassured the public that the PM has had a 
comfortable night in hospital and was in good spirits. He confirmed the PM was still 
in hospital under observation and was receiving regular updates on developments and 
stressed that the PM was still leading the government. He assured the British people 
that the government remained united in a single overriding priority, which was to 
defeat this Coronavirus and see the British nation through the challenge ahead. 

He mentioned, in the last week, under the Prime Minister’s leadership, the 
chancellor of the duchy of Lancaster has explained what the government was doing to 
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boost manufacturing capability, to meet the rising demand for ventilators and other 
equipment in the NHS. He pointed out what the government was doing to support 
small businesses and bolster capacity in the NHS including increasing the number of 
critical care beds. 

He told the British public how the government was working with other 
governments and airlines to bring home as many stranded nationals as possible, 
prioritising on most vulnerable citizens. He stated how on commercial flights, the 
government had helped over 200,000 nationals to come home from Spain, 13,000 
from Egypt, 8,000 from Indonesia, and added that the government had also chartered 
flights from eight different countries to bring home more than two thousands British 
nationals and repatriated a further 1,350 on cruise ships. 

‘For those travellers who are still stuck abroad,’ he said, ‘we'll do everything 
we can to keep international airports open, to keep commercial flights running, and to 
charter flights where there is no other options.’ 


Under new arrangements, the government had agreed with 14 airlines and had 
allocated 17 million pounds to support those arrangements. 

The deputy PM revealed that both the Prime Minister and he would like to 
thank all those heroic doctors and nurses through to those managing the supermarkets, 
those driving the Lorries and the buses. ‘They all deserve an applause and they are all 
worthy of admirations,’ he alleged, and urged the public to continue to follow the 
government advice, to stay at home, protect the NHS and to save lives. 

The deputy chief scientific adviser took over and projected several slides on 
the overhead screen. 

‘We can see,’ she said, ‘how much change there has been in how we use 
transport...The orange line shows how the national rail users have fallen to below 20 
percent to what it was in February. Other ways of moving around has also fallen.’ 

She went on to explain other trends and concluded that the efforts we all are 
making to stay at home and save lives were working. 

A reporter from the BBC asked, ‘if the Prime minister is ill enough to be in 
hospital, how can he be well enough to run the country?’ 

‘He was admitted for test as a precaution only,’ said the deputy Prime 
Minister, ‘and it was because some of the symptoms that he had was tested positive.’ 

He continued, ‘the Prime Minister has had a comfortable night. He is being 
constantly updated, he is still in charge of the government and we are getting on with 
ile 

Another reporter, this time from Sky, asked, ‘we are entering the second week 
of lockdown, can you say whether this will continue for weeks or months?’ 

In response, the chief medical officer said, ‘The key thing is to get to the point 
that we are confident we have got to the peek and at that point we can make the right 
decision.’ 

The reporter from ITV asked, ‘Is it possible to exit the lockdown unless and 
until we have a programme of mass testing for the virus and until we have technical 
solutions for tracing people who may have come in contact with those who have the 
virus?” 

The CMO replied, ‘This is a complicated situation... There is a very large 
amount of elements that need to be brought together, and testing is one of them. But 
also involves, for example, considering the likelihood of a variety of different 
technologies including vaccines, including drugs, and when they are likely to be 
available.’ 
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After a pause and a sip of water, the CMO identified four different kinds of 
mortality and ill health that needed to be taken into account over the period of that 
epidemic. Namely, the direct effect of people dying from that Coronavirus and the 
indirect effect of the NHS, if it was to become overwhelmed, thus, unable to provide 
emergency care, for either Coronavirus or other areas. Also the effect from the fact 
that some health care have had to be postponed to make room for treating the 
Coronavirus within the NHS and anything that has an impact on the socio-economic 
of people who were more deprived and will have a long term health effect as well. He 
concluded, ‘The exit strategy had to balance all the above elements.” # 
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CHAPTER 8 in search of Dr Fearmonger 


09:10, Sao Tome 


@y/ n Ghana, later on that day Blue Hart received a call from Jojo asking 
him to come to Sado Tomé and gave him an address where they would 
meet. He was told there was a plane leaving in thirty minutes and his 
seat has already been reserved. Blue Hart knew that it took one hour thirty-four 
minutes or so to cover the 749 miles distance. So the two-hour bracket he was given 
to be at their rendezvous, was tight, but adequate. 

Blue Hart made a quick phone call to Miss Sweetlips and then got on his way. 
Two hours later Blue Hart had arrived at Sao Tome International Airport and had 
taken a taxi to Fernao Dias, a small concrete pier in Sdo Tome, his place of 
rendezvous. When he got out and paid the taxi off, he walked towards Jojo who was 
already there waiting. On reaching within two metres, he stopped. Jojo attempted to 
come closer but Blue Hart pulled back reminding the former of the social distancing. 
Sitting on a rock, Blue Hart was unaware that Sweetlips had followed him there and 
was hiding behind a huge rock, far enough not to be seen but close enough to hear any 
exchange of words being transmitted between the two men. 

Moments later the water in the sea in front of them began to agitate. A few 
minutes later emerged from the sea was a tower-like structure usually found on the 
dorsal surface of a submarine. 

‘It’s here, let’s go,’ Jojo said. 

“Where are we going?’ 

“You wanted to meet Dr Fearmonger, didn’t you?’ 

“But...” 

“You want to meet him or not? Let’s go. This sub will take us to him.’ 


Blue Hart got up. The itch of curiosity and an inbuilt desire to get hold of the 
vaccine, he got in the inflated lifeboat and then inside the sub. However, at that 
moment, as the submarine went down towards the seabed, Blue Hart knew that he was 
not only taking a huge risk, as this could be a trap, but also being a bloody fool. 
Sweetlips watched with trepidation as the sub, submerged and disappeared. She 
climbed on the highest rock to see what she could find, the only thing that was visible 
was a huge rocky islet, and she figured that where the submarine must be heading. 

When Blue Hart arrived at this place, which Dr Fearmonger has called 
Aoudaghost, particularly in an alien land that he has never seen before—a strange 
city, underneath the sea—even he was confused. Blue Hart more or less knew the map 
of Ghana. He knew what was on it but not underneath it. He had no clue to exactly 
where he was or what sort of a place he was now in and, particularly for him; the 
sensation was an uncomfortable one. 

Blue Hart’s first rule as a secret agent, should have been to get his geography 
right, his means of access and exit, and assure his communications with the outside 
world. He was uncomfortably aware that for the past half hour he had been diving into 
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limbo, and that his nearest contact as far as he was aware, was a girl in ACCRA, 
seven hundred and forty-nine miles away. It was not a reassuring situation at all. 

Jojo took Blue Hart to number twenty-two in the East wing. I'm in Number 
twenty. 

‘I thought I was meeting Dr Fearmonger, where is he?’ 

‘Be patient my friend. I have to go and pick up two more people arriving late 
today, then Dr Fearmonger would meet us all together tomorrow...Err...order what 
you want from room service. See you tomorrow.’ 


Blue Hart's room was almost at the end of a tiled corridor on the right; 
Number 21, and next to it was Number 22—Jojo’s room. As Blue Hart, unlocked his 
room and the air from the air-conditioned gushed out. It was a pleasant modern 
double bedroom and bath in white. He turned the air-conditioning control to zero, 
drew back the curtains and wound down the window to let in real air. Above him, the 
sea sat quietly. Blue Hart heard the submarine engine being started up and driven 
away, presumably to Sdo Tomé, which would, he guessed, be where Jojo was picking 
up the other two individuals he had mentioned. What he didn’t know another guess 
who called himself Viktor Germanovich had already arrived and was in room Number 
25, which was right opposite his room. 

Viktor Germanovich was not the man’s real name. By virtue of having a 
Russian accent because he lived in Moscow for many years, he claimed to be a 
Russian spy who had defected and had been hiding in Hungary. Rumour had it, that 
he was involved with an underworld drug trafficking gang. 

Blue Hart before settling down in his room, he inspected it thoroughly. The 
one object of suspicion was the telephone. It was an ordinary telephone. Using a 
pocketknife, he laid the telephone carefully on the bed, upside down, and very 
carefully unscrewed the bottom plate. He smiled when behind the plate was a small 
microphone joined by leads to the main cable inside the cradle. He screwed back the 
plate again with care and put the telephone quietly back on the bedside table. He was 
familiar with the gadget and its capability to pick up a conversation in normal tones 
anywhere in the room. 

Blue Hart then unpacked his belongings and called room service. A female 
Ghanaian voice answered. 

‘T would like a bottle of Double Black, a bucket of ice and two glasses.’ 

The voice said, ‘Certainly, sir.’ 


After taking off his clothes, Blue Hart put his gun and holster under a pillow. 
By the time, he had taken a hot shower and pulled on a fresh pair of Sea Island cotton 
underpants, the Whisky had arrived. 

Blue Hart poured a double measure of whisky in a glass, added some ice, and 
swilled it round the glass to cool it. He sat on the bed and enjoyed his favourite liquor. 
He drank the whisky slowly and felt its tingling bite at the back of his throat and in his 
stomach. He thought about Dr Fearmonger. Was he here and if so what was he doing 
now? He wondered. Organising things for tomorrow, maybe! He figured. It would be 
interesting to meet the other two men arriving later on, he thought. 

Just to make sure, Blue Hart pulled out his gun from under the pillow. He 
slipped out the magazine and pumped the single round onto the back of a padded 
chair. He snapped the magazine back and replaced the gun under the pillow. Then he 
poured himself another glass of whisky on ice and cleared his mind of any bad 
thoughts. 
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Blue Hart prepared himself for bed. He booby trapped the door by placing a 
chair, just inside the door and balanced the two glasses on top of it. That would give 
him all the warning he needed should anyone tried to come in. Then he took off his 
shorts, got into bed, and slept. 

During the night, he heard footsteps in the corridor. Then he heard doors 
opening and closing. He listened attentively. The other guests must have arrived he 
reckoned. Since there were only five rooms in that corridor, he guessed they must be 
occupying the remaining rooms. He stayed awake for a while then went back to sleep. 

By the time he had fallen asleep the alarm on his watch rang, it was 7:30 in the 
morning. He got up, removed the barricade from in front of the door, and peeped into 
the passage. He noticed Jojo in his trunks, with his back towards him, doing his 
exercises. His body gleamed with sweat. 

Blue Hart had a small breakfast in his room. Just as he had finished dressing 
himself, he heard a knock on his door. It was Jojo. 

‘Let’s go, Dr Fearmonger is holding a meeting. We must not be late.’ 


As they were walking to the meeting room, they passed an area with what he 
thought was a swimming pool, its banks surrounded with rails. As they got near it, 
there was a heavy splash and a man-sized alligator put its head above water and 
showed its snout before submerging. Blue Hart couldn't hide a smile. 

‘Do these alligators ever wander out of that pool?’ 

‘Sometimes,’ said Jojo, “but they are choosy. They only go after secret 
agents.’ he said with a chuckle. 

Blue Hart, pretending he had not heard Jojo’s remark, glanced at his watch. 
They walked round and under the porch into the main lobby. Dr Fearmonger was 
standing by a desk talking to the manager. When he heard footsteps on the marble, he 
turned and looked, and gave Blue Hart a curt nod unaware of his identity. He said 
‘Okay, then’ to the manager and, to Blue Hart, ‘See you in the conference room.’ 
Despite the disguise, Blue Hart was able to recognise him. He is good with his make- 
up, Blue Hart thought. 

Blue Hart continued to follow Jojo through the reception door and then 
through another door that opened into a lobby, one of whose walls occupied with the 
glasses and plates of a buffet. Beyond this was another door. Jojo led the way through 
into what used be a card room. Now there was nothing but a round table in the centre 
of a Persian carpet and six white leatherette armchairs with scratchpads and pencils in 
front of them. The chair facing the door, presumably where Dr Fearmonger would sit 
had a gold telephone in front of it. There were two men already sitting down. 

Blue Hart asked Jojo ‘is there a specific place I should sit?’ 

‘You can sit next to me here,’ said he. 


Once Dr Fearmonger was seated, he said to Jojo, it’s about time you told me 
the names of these men and who they represent and which ones, and why should I 
trust any of them?’ 


Dr Fearmonger holding his pen in his left hand was ready to write down their 
names and where each was sitting when, another man entered the room. Disturbed by 
the arrival he looked up and watched the man take the last available seat. 

Jojo began. ‘I am Jojo Owusu, and on my far left, we have Mr. Viktor 
Germanovich. He is Dutch and represents the underworld ganja gang, Mosuto. Next 
to him, there is Martin Effner from Detroit, a member of the Purple Gang and then 


Warren Orzech, who owns Orzech Enterprises and is a big shot in the entertainment 
world.’ Jojo paused then added, Warren may cut up rough, but in that line of business 
he likes quick profits and a quick turnover.’ 

Continuing with his introduction, ‘On my right, we have Mr John Bull, from 
London. He works for a company called BioPharma solutions.’ 


Dr Fearmonger looked hard at Blue Hart (who was passing himself as John 
Bull). They all look respectable, he surmised. 


‘Welcome to you all,’ said Dr Fearmonger. ‘This is going to be a very short 
meeting and I'll get straight to the point. As you all know, there is a deadly virus out 
there for which the world has no vaccine yet but I have it, lots of it. You are here to 
help negotiate a safe plan for distribution to some countries that have agreed to my 
demand and willing to pay premium price. After my second meeting with all the 
leaders of these countries, I will reconvene a meeting with you and update you 
accordingly. However, there are a few countries on the list in front of you, which I 
intend denying the vaccine, for the time being. They are USA, Italy, Spain and 
particularly the UK. They are the ones with the highest death toll. I want to see their 
death toll to rise even further until they start to beg for my help. Get me?’ 

The frown was back. Dr Fearmonger’s right hand balled into a fist. ‘7 have 
told the leaders not to enrage me, but I suspect some would choose to ignore my 
warning and do exactly that. They will have to learn how to cooperate. They will get 
hurt and that’s for sure.’ 


Blue Hart smiled. He turned back to the list in front of him. He was sure the 
UK would not play ball but wondered who else may follow UK’s lead. Since he knew 
the two undercover USA secret agents (Effner and Orzech), he was sure the USA 
would also side with UK, but the one name he was concerned with was Mr. Viktor 
Germanovich, if that was his real name. Blue Hart suspect it was not. 

‘Well gentlemen, this concludes the meeting for today. Feel free to enjoy the 
great facilities available and are at your disposals. I now have to attend to some other 
pressing business,’ Dr Fearmonger said and left the room. 


Blue Hart got up and walked out with Jojo into the lobby. Viktor Germanovich 
was a huge fellow following behind. He was sweating mightily in his unfashionable 
wooden-looking suit. The way he was dressed, to anyone, he might have been 
anybody—a business operator, a German dentist, a Swiss bank manager. His pale face 
was very anonymous. What could he be carrying in that leather briefcase he so 
preciously guarded? Blue Hart wondered. 2 
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CHAPTER 9 a narrow escape 


Sado Tome 


hen Blue Hart got to his room, it was midnight. He noticed the 
@yra windows were closed and the air-conditioning turned on. He 
immediately switched it off and opened the windows halfway. He 
took a shower and went to bed. A persistent scratching noise woke him up. He looked 
at the luminous dial of his watch. It said 3:30 A.M. The scrabbling became a quiet 
tapping from behind the curtains. Blue Hart slipped quietly out of bed, took his gun 
from under his pillow, and crept softly along the wall to the edge of the curtains. He 
pulled them aside with one swift motion. 
Miss Sweetlips whispered urgently, ‘Blue! Help me in quick!’ 
“What the hell?’ Blue Hart cursed softly to himself. 


He laid his gun down on the floor, reached for her outstretched hands, and 
half-pulled her over the sill. 
Miss Sweetlips whispered apologetically, ‘I'm terribly sorry, Blue.’ 


Blue Hart hushed her. He picked up his gun, put it back under his pillow, and 
led her into the bathroom. He switched on the light and as a precaution, turned on the 
shower. They sat down on the edge of the bath. 

With icy voice he said, ‘How the hell did you get here, Sweetlips?’ 

Her voice was anxious. ‘When I saw you enter that submarine I had to come. I 
called HQ and explained that you needed help and they sent me by special courier a 
little box of pills capable of turning me into a Lilliputian.’ 


This was one of the latest MI6 resources, but he pretended he did know of it. 
Instead, he asked, ‘did the pill work?’ 

‘I am surprised you don’t know about it. Anyway, at first, I was sceptical, 
thought HQ was taking the Mickey, and I was going to stick to my original plan of 
swimming to that rocky islet where I figured they took you. Then I got lucky when I 
saw the submarine had returned to pick up two other passengers. I decided to try one 
of the pills, and to my amazement, it did what it said on the box. I got in the 
submarine unnoticed, which carried me here. I sniffed about. Then I saw you open the 
window...’ 

‘But how did you revert to your normal size?’ 

‘Oh, the effect wears off after an hour.’ 

‘I must say I prefer you the size you are...err can I try one?’ 

‘Am sorry Blue Hart, they only gave me two.’ 

‘Ah ha!’ 


What he didn’t share with her, however, is that when a particular part of the 
face of his watch is touched a drug cause him, the wearer, to become invisible; And 
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when another area of the watch is touched, it injects another drug to reverse the effect. 
Its only limitation is that it can only be used twice in a day and the state of invisibility 
is sixty minutes unless it is manually reversed. Also no one can use that feature as it is 
calibrated to him only. 


“You have got to get back on the outside where you would be more useful to 
me than being here.’ 

‘It was important that I got an urgent message to you from HQ.’ 

“You could have rung me on the mobile number I gave you.’ 

‘I was going to, and then I thought they may have taken your mobile from 
you.’ 

‘Anyway, what is that urgent message?’ 

‘HQ has it from a source that a man came here before you and goes under the 
name of Viktor Germanovich. He knows you are a British agent and, err, well, is 
probably ready to grass on you and that you might have walked into an ambush, sort 
of...By the way, he carries a scar on his left shoulder, similar to yours.’ 


She hugged Blue Hart, as if for reassurance that she had done the right thing. 
He patted her on the back absent-mindedly while his mind chewed on this new 
complication. 

Suddenly Blue Hart said, ‘I have met this Germanovich already today in the 
meeting chaired by Dr Fearmonger.’ 

‘Dr Fearmonger is here too?’ 

‘Very much so. By the way, you might as well know that Alistair Frost is 
dead. Jojo killed him in ACCRA.’ 

‘Oh no,’ Sweetlips said. There was an obvious sadness on her face. ‘Who is 
Jojo?’ 

‘He is a guy who arranged to get me here. You now need to find a way to 
leave this islet. This Germanovich doesn't appear to have identified me for certain. 
Does he have a description of me?’ 

‘All I know you were referred to as Blue Hart—the smart secret agent, but 
since he has been asking for more information, I can only presume he does not know 
how you look like, but this can change any moment. That’s why I had to see you.’ 

“Yes, yes I understand. Thank you, Sweetlips. Now, let me get you out of this 
window and you must get out of here as quickly as you can. I think I can handle the 
situation all right. Besides, two of the men, Martin Effner and Warren Orzech who 
came after me are CIA/FBI men. I am sure they would help me. You can report that 
you've delivered the message and tell HQ about the two men I have just mentioned.’ 


Blue Hart got to his feet and Sweetlips did the same. He turned off the shower 
and they came out of the bathroom. 

‘Come forward you two and keep your hands behind your head.’ A coarse 
voice from the darkness at the end of the bed, said.’ 


The voice was of course that of Jojo. 
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Jojo leant to the left side of the bed and turned the lights on. He had his gun 
fixed on Blue Hart as he moved. 

How did he get in? Blue Hart wondered silently. He didn’t appear to have 
come through the door nor through the window unaided. Then he noticed the tall 
mirror hanging on the wall was in fact a door leading to the next room. It was so 
cleverly designed, and nearly impossible to detect. 

Jojo looked at Sweetlips and said, ‘How did you get in here?’ 

‘I was snorkelling. When I saw the submarine emerged, I got curious and 
went inside. Before I could get out it had submerged and was on the move. When I 
landed here I walked around...’ 

Blue Hart cut in. ‘...I went to close the window and saw her. She was wet, 
so I helped her in, took her to the shower room and showed her how to operate the 
shower.’ 

‘And you stayed in with her, I supposed?’ Jojo said with a suspicious grin. 

“Well, look at her, she is irresistible. What's wrong with that? You would 
have probably done the same thing. Moreover, what is this you busting into my 
room waving a gun about? I can see you do not approve. Why don’t you get the 
submarine to take her back?’ 


Blue Hart dropped his hands to his sides and turned to the girl. 

‘Put your hands down. Jojo doesn’t approve of your presence here. Now, 
get some clothes on and you’ll be taken back.’ 

‘Not so fast. What’s your name young woman?’ Jojo asked. 

“Yessss, what is your name?’ Blue Hart parroted. 

‘Kiki White, a clerk in the British High Commissioner's Office in Sado 
Tomé,’ Sweetlips lied. 

Jojo turning to Blue Hart, ‘Are you sure you wouldn't rather like her to stay 
the night?’ he asked. ‘I know how horny you were back in ACCRA. I quite 
understand a man needs some distraction at times.’ 

‘Do you really mean that, Jojo?’ 

‘Of course.’ 

‘Hey, wait a minute you two, what do you think I am?’ Sweetlips pretended 
to object. 

‘Oh, I think you are a very decent woman,’ said Blue Hart, ‘but if you do 
not like my company, then...’ 

‘Err... on second thought if Jojo doesn’t mind I’ Il stay the night.’ 


However, Jojo wasn't going to be taken in by any doubletalk. He said to 
Blue Hart, ‘Are you sure you two haven’t met before?’ 

“You can take my word for it,’ Blue Hart said. 

Jojo nodded. ‘Okay, I'll buy it. Don’t make too much noise... Oh, I’m going 
to ACCRA tomorrow, I’ll take her in the sub and drop her at SGo Tomé. She’s 
better be ready by 8:00 A.M. sharp.’ 

‘lll make sure of that, Jojo,’ Blue Hart promised. ‘Err... what about Dr 
Fearmonger?’ 

“What about him? Oh you mean if he should find out about this?’ 

“Yes, that’s what I was wondering.’ 

“Well, he would just shoot you dead.’ 

‘Oh, you really do know how to make a guy feel safe!’ he said with sarcasm 
in his voice. 
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Jojo left the room from where he came in. There came a decisive click from 
the next room. Blue Hart and Sweetlips looked at each other with considerable relief. 
They hadn't expected the ghastly situation to sort itself out so painlessly. They went 
and sat down on the bed. Blue Hart looked across at the mirror. He couldn’t believe 
that it was a secret door to the next room. He immediately wondered if it was a two- 
way mirror and checked it out. He turned off the light and using the flashlight from 
his phone, he held it to the mirror and was able to see the other side confirming that 
the mirror was, in fact made of two-way glass. He double-checked his suspicion by 
giving the mirror a tap with his finger and it made a different sound, just as a wise 
Geek once had told him it would. 

Blue Hart immediately pulled the sheet off the bed, covered the mirror and 


they communicated with each other by writing on the scratch pad on the phone. 


‘I am frightened to travel alone with Jojo in the morning,’ Sweetlips wrote. 

“You are not going to travel with... I mean you will, but he would not know 
you are,’ Blue Hart keyed back. 

‘I don’t follow.’ 

“You will, but don’t you worry about that now...we better get some sleep.’ 


Jojo in his room finding that be could not see through, realised that Blue 
Hart must have covered the mirror. He sat silently for a while. He felt something 
was not quite right. Of all the rooms this Kiki White could have knocked on, she 
chose Blue Hart (known to him as John Bull). That girl may have been a reluctant 
stowaway or she may not—but that story with the shower bath, that's an old hood's 
trick. Probably a Secret Service one too, he concluded. He was glad he allowed the 
girl to stay. That gave him time to gather some information on her and double- 
check the man who has introduced himself to him as John Bull. Jojo knew if it 
should turn out that John Bull is not who he said he was, he would have to blow his 
head off, else Dr Fearmonger would throw him to the alligators. Jojo left a message 
on one of his informants’ answer machine to run a check on both of them, and then 
he went to sleep. 

Blue Hart awoke at 7:30 A.M. by arrangement with that curious 
extrasensory alarm clock that some people keep in their heads that always seems to 
know the exact time. He told Sweetlips to get ready quick. He then asked her to 
take her remaining pill. He was gobsmacked how quickly she turned into a Lilliput 
and couldn’t helped a brief giggle. He told her to go to the submarine to wait for 
Jojo. He, on the other hand, put on his bathing trunks and waited for Jojo to knock. 
Dead on 8:00, there was a knock and Blue Hart opened his door. 

Jojo whispered, ‘is that woman ready?’ 

“Yes she is waiting for you by the peer she said.’ 

‘Oh right, okay.’ 

‘Where are you going?’ 

‘To the beach for a long swim.’ 

‘See you later.’ 


Jojo made his way to the elevator, which took him up to the peer. When he 
got there, he looked and couldn't find Kiki White. He was in a hurry; he got into the 
sub, unaware that Sweetlips (Alias Kiki White) was already inside. At Sao Tomé 
Sweetlips got out. 
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When at 8:10 Blue Hart saw Germanovich in his swimwear making for the 
beach, keeping well out of sight, he entered the hotel by the side and moved 
quickly down the corridor to his own room. He then made himself invisible, slipped 
across the corridor to Number 25 and using the master key Martin Effner had given 
him, he got inside it very quickly. Lying on the dressing table was a gun. He strode 
across the room, picked it up, and replaced the bullets in the cylinder with blanks. 
He put the gun down exactly as he had found it, got back to the door, got out, 
closed it, and across the corridor into his own room. His action might gain him the 
advantage he felt he needed in the next twenty-four hours. He had a feeling that his 
cover was smouldering at the edges. He returned himself to normal, ordered a large 
breakfast, consumed it and went along to the manager's office. 

Rae Labonne was sitting at the desk. He gave a thin managerial smile and 
said, ‘Good morning, Mr. Bull. Can I help you?’ Labonne’s eyes were looking 
beyond Blue Hart, over his left shoulder. Mr. Germanovich materialised at the desk 
before Hart could answer. 

Blue Hart said, ‘Good morning.’ 

Germanovich replied with his little Germanic stoop. He said to Labonne, ‘I 
understand there is a message from abroad for me, can I have it please?’ 

Rae Labonne checked the pigeonholes. ‘Oh yes, here it is, sir?’ and handed 
him a very huge envelope. 

‘Thank you.’ 


Blue Hart guessed that the envelope must have extra information about him. 
Rae Labonne turning to Blue Hart, asked, ‘Now, Mr Bull, what can I do for 
you?’ 
Blue Hart’s mind was so preoccupied with that grey envelope Germanovich 
had taken delivery he had almost forgotten what he came to the reception for. 
‘Do?’ Blue Hart questioned, ‘Oh its okay, Rae, it can wait.’ 
‘Fine sir.’ 


Blue Hart nodded his thanks and turned away. He noticed Germanovich 
had opened the envelope and had a quick peep inside. The latter’s eyes felt on Blue 
Hart and he looked at him with a terrible intensity and then walked rapidly off 
down the corridor. Blue Hart felt his skin crawled at the base of his stomach. He 
went and sat down in the reception area and picked up an old newspaper. 

Martin Effner, as neat as a pin, came across the lobby and, with a courtly 
smile and a bow for Hart, took up a place next to him. It was 8:30. There was a 
pale, pinched look round his mouth. 

He said, tensely, ‘I have a sneaky feeling your cover is blown, Blue. He was 
whispering. Guess you’d better get out of here as quickly as you can.’ 

Blue Hart smiled thinly. ‘Thanks for the warning, Martin. I think you might 
well be right,’ he added. ‘However, there’s no point in getting out now. We shall 
know more at this meeting later on. Any shooting would probably take place during 
the clay-pigeon activity, where there would be no witnesses. Now, if we work 
together and look after each other we should come on top.’ 

Martin looked pensive. 

He said, “Ye-e-e-s, but besides some quick action on our part we will also 
need a bit of luck.’ 


Blue Hart went to his room. He sat on the edge of his bed with a strong shot 


of straight double black whisky whilst looking unseeingly out of the window. 
Every now and then, his right hand twitched involuntarily ready to leap for his gun 
as he thought of a variety of imagined circumstances. There were definitely some 
signs of tension—the pulse in his left temple was beating fast, his lips were slightly 
pursed—but his brooding, blue eyes that saw nothing, were relaxed. Was it the end 
of Blue Hart? Was he about to feel Dr Fearmonger’s bullets tear into his body? 
Those were part of his thoughts. Suddenly he gave a deep relaxed sigh and glanced 
at his watch. It said 9:50. He got up, cupped his face in his hands for a moment and 
then went out walking along the corridor to the conference room. 
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It was obvious no one had cleaned it since it was last used, but the chairs were 
neatly arranged and the ashtrays had been emptied. As Dr Fearmonger entered the 
room followed by Jojo he said, ‘Right, Jojo locked the door.’ He took up his seat and 
immediately started to talk quickly and urgently. 

‘Gentlemen,’ he said, ‘late yesterday evening I received news from far. It 
would appear there is an enemy in our midst. I have no exact description of him 
except that he has a distinguishing mark on his body. This morning whilst looking 
through my binoculars, I saw who he was when he went swimming. The fool is stupid 
to show off. I wanted to shoot him there and then, but managed to stop myself. What 
kind of fun would that has been, hey?’ 

There was a pause. Dr Fearmonger’s tone altered and became slightly 
menacing giving Blue Hart a sense that he was the target. 

“How could this have come about?’ Dr Fearmonger thought aloud. ‘How 
could this man possibly have been let inside my hideout?’ 

He cast a glance at Jojo. ‘The lack of vigilance against the enemy is worrying. 
However, for now these are not my main concern.’ 


Blue Hart heard the decisiveness in the voice when it came, so raw, so 
menacing that anyone listening to him would be frightened to death by simply hearing 
him talk. 


‘T've to get rid of this intruder, before he divulges what he’d learned. Now I 
am told he’s a member of the Secret Service. I said on the very first day I met you all 
that I eat these people for breakfast when I have made up my mind to. What I now 
know means just one thing: he will die tomorrow instead of today. And here’s how 
it’s going to happen.’ 


Dr Fearmonger lowered his voice. Blue Hart listened attentively. The sweat 
ran down from his ear as he pressed it to the base of the ice-cold glass he had in his 
hand. 

‘At our hide and seek hunting game...an unfortunate accident, that’s where, 
when and how?’ 

Dr Fearmonger sat back. Now his voice was normal. ‘All of you can rest 
easy. There will be no life left of this person by tomorrow evening. Of course, I could 
get it over with now, by just opening fire, but I like to take my time. This way there’ Il 
be a heap of fun for me and lots of sweat for him...’ 
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Everyone looked at each other and wondered who Dr Fearmonger’s suspect 
was. From information he had received, Blue Hart was sure it was him, but pretended 
otherwise. Germanovich was certain it was not him as from information he had 
received had indicated who the interloper was and was yet to communicate it to Jojo. 
Effner and Orzech were sure their cover has not been blown, but were still mindful. 


‘,..and now,’ Dr Fearmonger continued, ‘to other business: Covid19. All the 
world leaders, but one, have accepted my proposal.’ There was a dry chuckle. “When 
the death toll starts to rise, the one stubborn leader will sign my agreement and 
surrender power to me.’ 

Warren Orzech intervened. ‘Dr Fearmonger, do we have enough vaccine in 
stock to supply the whole world?’ he asked. 

‘No,’ said Dr Fearmonger flatly, ‘but who cares if a few millions die? The 
world would be much lighter and more manageable...and now to the next matter. It is 
of interest to me to be able to place my hands on a very great quantity of narcotics. 
Mr. Effner, you have a source for the supply of marijuana or ganja, as | like to call it. 
You are now receiving your supplies in pound weight, I hear. Can you stimulate your 
sources of supply to provide the weed by the hundredweight?’ 

There was a brief silence. 

Effner said, ‘Yeah, I think I can swing that, but since jail sentences for 
possession and distribution of ganja has gone up, the price has gone through the roof.’ 

‘Tell your suppliers not to worry. I’Il issue orders to those world leaders to tell 
their respective authorities to turn a blind eye if they want the vaccine to defeat the 
Coronavirus.’ 

‘That would certainly help to alleviate fears amongst my suppliers.’ 

‘Now then, any other business?’ asked Dr Fearmonger. Without really waiting 
for a response, he said, ‘Okay. This meeting is closed.’ 


Blue Hart wiped his right ear and the bottom of the glass with his 
handkerchief. It was almost unbearable. He had heard the involvement of the CIA 
with Dr Fearmonger spelt out, the true extent of availability of the vaccine and Dr 
Fearmonger pronouncing his death sentence. /t was a great discovery, but could he 
live and make use of the intelligence he had just gathered? « 


CHAPTER 1 (0) a day to kill 


Aoudaghost city, Sdo Tomé 


e next day at nine o’clock, Blue Hart arrived in the reception area where 
lhe saw everyone was gathered and appropriately dressed for the day except 
for Dr Fearmonger who was yet to arrive. When minutes later he turned up 

in khaki trousers, shirt, colonial hat and boot he looked rather slick dressed in 
complete white with his chocolate skin face, shiny white teeth, devilish red eyes and 
curly black hair. Attached to his left shoulder was a riffle. Jojo, Effner, and Orzech 
were in grey khaki outfit sent to their room by order of Dr Fearmonger. Both Blue 
Hart and Germanovich had identical calypso shirts outside their trousers. 

Dr Fearmonger frowned as he looked at Hart and asked authoritatively, ‘Why 
aren’t you wearing the khaki outfit I sent to your room?’ 

‘Oh, it was too tight.’ 

Turning to Germanovich, he repeated the same question, ‘What about you?’ 

“Mine was too large.’ 

‘Hmm...I guess there must have been a mixed up with your measurements 
then...I’1l deal with the individual concern later,’ said Dr Fearmonger, angrily. “Now, 
let’s be on our way. The forest where the hunting will take place is only a mile away 
and the weather is on our side...I see you all got your rifle with you. Fine, fine, fine. 
After the game, there would be a Champagne lunch at a nearby guest house, followed 
by fine music and beautiful girls to entertain us until it is time to get back here.’ 

Blue Hart figured Dr Fearmonger would take him out during the hunting 
game. He wore a grim smile pretending to be happy when deep inside he wondered if 
that was it, the end. He had come prepared, more than his enemy knew. In the lust to 
kill, he was the strongest though he was out numbered. Of course, he was fighting for 
his life, and expected some help from the two CIA agents. The adrenalin was running 
in his bloodstream. His pulse rate was a fraction higher. He felt it on his wrist. He 
breathed deeply and slowly to bring it down. He noticed that he was sitting forward, 
tensed. He immediately sat back and tried to relax but remained very much alert. 

Having reached the forest, everyone got out of his respective car. Blue Hart 
was the last to get out, and lit a cigarette. He noticed Dr Fearmonger appeared to be in 
jovial form. To Blue Hart’s dismay, the latter took out his pistol and fired two shots at 
the sky. Before firing a third time, he looked at Blue Hart thoughtfully and then shot 
again. The sound echoed back, causing everyone to be nervous. 

‘All right, my friends,’ Dr Fearmonger said. Turning to Blue Hart 
masquerading as John Bull he said, ‘Bull and Germanovich will be the white team, 
Effner and Jojo the blue team, Orzech and I the red team. Okay?’ 

All six of them walked in a plain area and took turn in shooting at flying clay 
pigeons. Everyone was trying to show how good he was. Blue Hart could see what a 
terrific shooter Dr Fearmonger was. After the first round was over, they all stood their 
waiting for Dr Fearmonger to begin the next round. When will he do the deed? Blue 
Hart was dying to know. No doubt, he would do it in a suitably dramatic fashion and 
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one that would shock everyone present or will he ask Jojo to carry the deadly task? 
After all, Jojo was his right-hand man, his protector. Blue Hart looked at Jojo’s eyes; 
they were bland and indifferent. They stared shortly at each other. Hart stooped and 
looked from between his legs and saw the others were standing motionless, their eyes 
also fixed on him. He waved a cheerful hand. There was no response. He was sure 
they had been told he was the spy in their midst, and this was the end for him. It was 
an uncomfortable feeling having those five pair of eyes watching him. He 
straightened himself. Now he was looking straight at Dr Fearmonger holding his gun, 
perhaps twenty feet away, and looking in his direction. Hart got a moment’s 
reassurance from the cool butt of his gun as he put his right hand in his trousers 
pocket and felt it. He did not worry about the CIA agents Effner and Orzech. They 
were on his side. The three he had to be fearful of were Germanovich, Jojo and Dr 
Fearmonger. Since he had already replaced the bullets in Germanovich’s gun with 
blanks, he only had to worry about the last two but felt confident he could take them 
both. 

He flicked the butt of his cigarette and lit another. Out of the corner of his eye, 
Blue Hart saw that Dr Fearmonger, perhaps ten feet away from him, had his gun 
pointing at him. 

‘Did you think you could fool me and get away with it?’ Dr Fearmonger said, 
angrily. 


Just as Blue Hart was about to take a shot at Dr Fearmonger, the latter 
suddenly turned his gun towards Germanovich. ‘You are the British agent called Blue 
Hart. Now, see how fast you can run, you lousy imposter.’ 

“What are you talking about?’ a shocked Germanovich yelled. 

‘Stop pretending you dirty rat, your time is up, just run...These British 
agents,’ said Dr Fearmonger, shaking his head with a resentful grin on his face. ‘I 
don’t know when they are going to learn I am too smart for them?’ 


Germanovich having decided it was pointless trying to convince Dr 
Fearmonger into believing otherwise, started to run towards the forest, but before he 
could get to it, Dr Fearmonger took a shot and the former fell to the grown, dead! 
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Blue Hart was stunned. He couldn't believe his cover was not blown after all 
and breathed a quiet sigh of relief during which he reflected how odd it was that 
suspicions should have fallen so wrongly on Germanovich. 

It was one o’clock and the sun was high. He was tired and very thirsty. After 
worrying about his life, he found much of his mind was now taken up with visualizing 
the champagne and the girls waiting for them all. 

Everyone got back in their car and head off to the guesthouse where in the 
back garden, there were long trestle tables, spotless tablecloths, rows of glasses, 
plates, and cutlery, and great dishes of cold lobster salad, cold meat cuts. The decor 
looked Jamaican and exotic. There were drinks, Champagne in frosted silver coolers, 
and, of course, great beakers of iced water waiting for them. Uniformed coloured 
waiters invited them in. In a corner was the hypnotic throb of the calypso band, the 


soft, enticing eyes of the girls. 
Dr Fearmonger, his task satisfactorily completed, so he believed, was very 


pleased with himself and couldn’t stop stuffing himself with food and drinks whilst 
being pampered by beautiful ladies. Everyone was enjoying the afternoon until it 
ended. 
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Blue Hart, back in his room, turned on his TV and by chance picked up an 
English Channel. Standing in front of Saint Thomas Hospital, was a news reporter 
saying, “Inside this hospital, the Prime Minister is now beginning his recovery out of 
intensive care and back on a ward. He is able to walk for short period. The 
government’s message this bank holiday weekend for the nation is that this is not over 
yet. With the death toll in hospital yesterday at 980 despite the temptation of the 
winter break there will be no let up in lockdown restrictions.’ 

The news reporter continued. ‘This Easter, the Health Minister in his address 
has said, would be another test of the nation’s resolve. However, warm the weather, 
however tempting your local beach or park we need everyone to stay at home because 
hospitals across the country, NHS staffs are battling, day and night, to keep 
desperately sick people breathing and they need you to stay at home.’ 

Looking at an occupied park, the news reporter continued, ‘this weekend, 
signs that the public are heeding the message, though there are plenty of people 
exercising in the sunshine; they are sticking to social distancing rules.’ 

She added, ‘a businessperson who lost his father to Coronavirus had this 
message to anyone thinking the lockdown should not apply to them: when my father 
passed away, I was not even in a position where I could go to my mother and give her 
a hug. She is left all alone, and doesn’t have a husband and I am standing two metres 
away, having to tell her that father has passed away... and she is broken... and I 
couldn't even hug her... I know everyone want to meet their love ones but please I beg 
everyone to stay at home.’ 

The news reporter showed a video of the new leader of the Labour Party 
packing food parcels for vulnerable families. She pointed out that, ‘the republic of 
Ireland had just announced that their lockdown would continue until early May, 
whilst the opposition said the government should be given answers to the country on 
how we would exit the restrictions.’ 

In ending her report, the ITV newscaster said, ‘on beaches like Western Super 
mere very few were enjoying the bright Easter weather today. Next week the 
government will decide whether the lockdown should continue, but there are no signs 
yet that there could be any let up of the rules on the immediate horizon.’ 
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Having escape death, so to speak, Blue Hart was desperate to find where Dr 
Fearmonger has stockpiled the vaccine. All he needed to do was to get a sample of the 
vaccine and kill Dr Fearmonger, and then his job would be done! He felt more 
cheerful after an excellent breakfast, especially after reading a communiqué from 
London, which gave him a good clue where to look. The one person that could 


certainly help him was Jojo and he decided to find him and win his favour. Sound 
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Of footsteps in the corridor caused him to peep through the keyhole and saw the back 
of a man walking towards room 22, opened the door and shut it after he was inside. 
He suspected it must be Jojo, though he could not be certain. Moments later Blue Hart 
was knocking at door number 22 and Jojo opened the door. They stared at each other 
as if they were meeting for the first time. 

“Aren’t you going to invite me in?’ Blue Hart asked, in a cheeky voice. 

‘Oh, forgive my manners,’ said Jojo apologetically and opened the door wider, 
signalling to Blue Hart to enter. 

‘How come your room is much better than mine,’ Blue Hart commented, 
although it was the same. 

‘Is it? Anyway, what did you want to talk about?’ 

‘Are you alright? You looked preoccupied. We can talk later if you like.’ 

‘Actually, that would be a good idea.’ 

‘Okay.’ Blue Hart made a gesture to leave, and then said, ‘I can be a good 
listener, you know?’ 

Jojo looked at him thoughtfully, wondering if he should share his troubles or 
not. He decided to take a chance and opened up. 
‘Err... Dr Fearmonger just gave me a dressing down about not spotting the 
infiltrator Germanovich...the way he looked at me I felt sure he was going to kill me.’ 
Blue Hart, who continued to pass himself as John Bull, replied, ‘I was 
surprised, too, to learn Germanovich was a British Agent... fancy him being Blue 
Hart...,’ he shook his head and added, ‘at least we now know he will not be able to 
interfere with the operation here, anymore!’ 

‘Tam not sure about that,’ Jojo replied looking at Blue Hart with suspicious 
eyes. 

“What do you mean?’ 

‘I think Dr Fearmonger eliminated the wrong man.’ 

‘Oh!’ 

‘I’ve just been to Germanovich’s room. Guess what I found?’ 

‘Just tell me.’ 

‘A large grey envelope with a very informative three-page document inside... 

‘Really!’ 

‘Yes, really,’ Jojo echoed. “There is a clear description of the British Agent.’ 
He immediately grabbed his gun and pointed it at Blue Hart. “You, my friend, are the 
infiltrator.’ 

“You are making a mistake.’ 

‘Am I now? I want you to turn round and remove your shirt.’ 

‘Is that really necessary?’ 

‘Just do as I said.’ 


> 


Blue Hart reluctantly obeyed. 

When Jojo saw the scar on Hart’s shoulder blade, he smiled. “Did you think 
you could continue to fool me forever?’ 

“You can’t blame a man for trying.’ 

‘News have it that the British are getting desperate. The latest numbers who 
have died has passed 40,000 thousands and still rising. Getting hold of the vaccine 
would be a great coup for you, isn’t it?’ 

‘Look at it my way. When the Authority in London hears that their secret 
agent is no more,’ said Blue Hart, ‘maybe the British PM would immediately cave in 
and surrender his power, and if you could replace Dr Fearmonger, think what you can 
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do with all that dominance. You won’t just have the world at your mercy, but you 
would no more be living under the threat of merciless Dr Fearmonger. ’ 

‘Are you suggesting that I...’ 

‘Why not? Why have someone bossing you around when you could the top 
brass?’ 

Jojo staring at Blue Hart said, ‘that would be the real coup, isn’t it?’ 


The idea of being the boss had never crossed his mind, but now that Blue Hart 
had sawn the seed of betrayal, he gave it a serious thought. With the help of Hart, he 
could outsmart Dr Fearmonger and seize power. For a brief moment, he sniffed the 
joy of ultimate control, telling other people what do instead of taking orders. As he 
daydream that possibility he lost control of the situation, leaving Blue Hart to seize 
his gun from him, rendering Jojo defenceless. 

‘Now tell me where I can find a sample of the vaccine and I’ll be on my way.’ 

“You'll never get off this hideout alive Hart.’ 

‘Just give me the sample and let me worry about the rest,’ Blue Hart asserted. 

‘No.’ 

‘Tl even help you get rid of Dr Fearmonger.’ 


After some thought Jojo accepted Blue Hart’s proposition and agreed to show 
the latter where the vaccine was stored. 

‘The vaccine is here in the laboratory in cold storage. More boxes arrived last 
night.’ 

“You don’t say...I’Il be damned!’ Blue Hart responded in a surprising tone 
whilst deep inside, he was delighted to learn of this new revelation. ‘Let’s go.’ 

“Where?” 

‘To the lab and do not try anything slick as it would be your last,’ Blue Hart 
warned. 
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Coming out of his room followed closely behind by Blue Hart, and looking 
vigilant at the serene June morning, Jojo had second thought but knowing that he was 
in danger of losing his life if he did not cooperate, he marched down the corridor. 

His fear was not cowardice at all. It had nothing to do with the unexpected 
turn of event. It was the possibility of becoming head of a criminal organisation he 
had worked for, for a long time with little appreciation from his current leader. His 
fear intensified as he moved out of his room, a tiny box in a complex building hidden 
in the city of Aoudaghost as he contemplated the idea of being number one, but 
heaven knew he had been content with his present lot. A salary of 1200 dollars a 
month (thirty per cent more than he could have earned in any other Organisation), a 
room to himself; great food and clothes from the ‘closed shops’ in the city; a full two 
weeks’ paid holiday a year, and above all, a steady job. What more does one want? 
Oh, one must not forget the beautiful women at his beckoning, drinks, cigars and sex. 
Of course, to be the right hand man of someone like Dr Fearmonger came at a cost. 
The loyalty you have to offer must be irreproachable else your head would be on the 
block. Knowing how heartless Dr Fearmonger was, people were afraid of him, which 
didn’t suit the nature of most individuals, and you were confined to a city hidden 
below the ground covered by sea water to carry out his illegal activity un impeded. 
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The free women you don’t have to marry in order to enjoy a beautiful sex life made it 
all quite attractive. The women were all too willing to please asking very little in 
return. Altogether, it was a good life. Only a fool would complain. Unfortunately, the 
world is not short of them, but was Jojo one of these fools about to make the classic 
mistake of attempting to outwit such a ruthless man, like Dr Fearmonger? 

Whilst his thought entertained the idea of being at the top of the heap, Jojo 
walked slowly over the wooden bridge crossing a pool swamped with hungry 
crocodiles ready to engulf anyone who dared enter the water. Blue Hart momentarily 
distracted by a crocodile kept his nerves. He plunged his left hand in a meat basket 
attached to a pole and threw a chunk of meat in the water, but nearly got his arm taken 
off by a hungry, agile crocodile jumping in the air to catch the meat, which kept them 
busy. Hart shifted the gun to his left-hand, pulled out a handkerchief from his trousers 
pocket and wiped the sweat off his face. 

One of the American Agents had said Jojo looked like Mr. Big in Ian 
Fleming’s Live and let die. What nonsense! However, that day he did look rather 
mean, with his freezy black oily hair falling heavily down almost covering the rear of 
his neck. Yes, his lips were certainly thick, a common feature of the black American 
men! It looked terribly wide when he smiled. He made a grimace as he entered the 
lab. 

Jojo was quite a muscular man. Apart from his envious physique, he carried 
his tall, firm body fearlessly and with pride. He had spent a year in the Marshall Art 
school in Trinidad and had completed his training with flying colours. The school had 
taught him how to hold himself well and concentrate and he looked terribly strong, 
thanks to his passion for weight lifting, which he still practised often. His arms and 
chest were faultless. Women envied his behind. Its muscles were quite hardened with 
exercise, round at the back, flat, and hard at the sides, quite a hunk. 

Jojo moved towards a glass cabinet and pulled out a box containing a 
vial, clearly labelled Corona Vaccine and before handing it over to Blue Hart he 
double-checked that the latter would assist him in overthrowing Dr Fearmonger. 

Having received that reassurance he tossed the vial to Hart who caught it 
safely, looked at it before slipping it in his jacket. 

Unexpectedly Dr Wong walked in. He looked at them and was curious what 
they were doing there as no one was allowed in there without his expressed 
permission. Blue Hart smelt trouble took him out immediately and they watched him 
fall to the floor, lifeless. 

‘Was that necessary?’ Jojo questioned 

‘I couldn't take the chance of his raising the alert,’ Blue Hart justified his 
action. 


He had hardly completed his sentence when through the blind he spotted Dr 
Fearmonger coming their way and quickly hid himself whilst Jojo made himself busy. 
“What are you doing?’ Dr Fearmonger asked Jojo as he entered the lab. 


Jojo was wide-eyed and tense despite his miserable attempt to look calm. ‘I 
am checking the new stock,’ he answered. 

‘Where is Dr. Wong? He told me he was coming this way to do just that.’ His 
voice sounded strange and cold. 

‘No idea.’ 


Minutes before Dr. Wong had left Dr Fearmonger announcing he was going to 


the lab. He couldn’t have disappeared in thin air, he thought. He suspected Jojo was 
lying to him. 

‘In fifteen minutes, I want to see you in my apartment. Don’t be late. Is that 
clear?’ 

‘But, Boss, why? What is ... What is...the odd,’ 

A strained voice of his master cut him short ‘That is all, Jojo.’ 


Jojo looked at Dr Fearmonger with frenzied eyes as if he could compel more 
words out of him. ‘...but I am...’ His clenched fist was so tight that his hand and 
fingers were aching with the strength of his squeeze. He realised his master had 
already walked away after his chilling order. In anger, he grabbed one of the boxes 
containing the Corona vaccine and crushed it on the floor.’ 


He stood for a moment, frozen; gazing blindly at his empty gun-pouch and 
wished he had his gun. He could have fired a deadly shot there and then and be done 
with it. Unfortunately, Blue Hart had taken it away from him. Dr Fearmonger had 
spoken as he had because he suspected, and Jojo felt the suspicion, that something 
was amiss. That was why he had not wasted a word. This was a serious matter. In a 
situation of this sort, you say as little as possible, in as few words as possible, and 
prepare for action. This way you have sent a fearful message to your subordinate and 
made the person capitulate, whilst reminding him who is boss. 

What did Dr Fearmonger want him for that he could not have said there and 
then? What did he suspect? Could he have eve-dropped on the conversion between 
Jojo and Blue Hart? That was always possible. Had Jojo’s decision to double-cross 
his boss been a terrible miscalculation? Jojo felt a twinge of guilt or fear as his 
conscience was not clear. Suddenly he felt hesitant. What if Blue Hart renege on his 
promise of help? He already got the sample of vaccine he wanted. No, Blue Hart 
couldn’t be that dishonourable. He shrugged his shoulders resignedly and his hands 
dropped to his side. He moved towards the place where he thought Hart was hiding, 
but couldn’t find him. 

‘Hart,’ he whispered. ‘Where the hell are you?’ 


Jojo glanced through his dazed eyes at the expensive watch on his wrist. Only 
ten minutes to go! A new panic seized him. Unaware that Blue Hart had the ability to 
make himself invisible at will, suddenly reappeared from behind a medicine cabinet. 

‘Here you are,’ Jojo breathed a sigh of relief. ‘I thought you took off...you 
heard Dr Fearmonger’s order?’ 

“Are you going to see him?’ 


Jojo washed his sweaty face and hands in a nearby basin, his mind went on 
probing at Dr Fearmonger’s summon and from whatever angle he explored the 
mystery, there came an angry murmur. 

Leaving out the nature of his guilt, disloyalty in Aoudaghost city was 
unspeakable. The very thought of it was abhorrent. It was an obscene thought, a word 
from the bottom of the pit, the very whisper of death, a word never uttered even in 
private gossip among friends. Worst of all, within this underwater city of Aoudaghost 
where every citizen had pledge allegiance to Dr Fearmonger, absolute loyalty was 
central to everything. Unbelievable things had happened in the torture room to those 
who have dared challenge Dr Fearmonger’s authority or betrayed his trust, things that 
had often come to Jojo in his nightmares. 
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He recalled how Dr Fearmonger would place his subject on a table and tied 
him down then turned the table upside down. He would then lie on a carpet on the 
floor underneath the interrogation table and stared into the fearful eyes of the subject. 

He would quietly say, “Now my friend...’ oh yes, he would call them friends. 
‘Speak to me.’ 

He would watch the eyes of the subject, which would be a few inches away 
from his and enjoyed the screams as if they were his favourite music. Depending on 
what the subject say, he would quietly change the severity of the torture to a higher or 
lower degree. As the courage and resistance seeped out of the mouth, and the subject 
begins to weaken and beseech, he would start cooing softly. 

‘Now, talk to me if you want the pain to stop,’ he would say to his victim. 


The subject, in-between screams, would beg and he would reiterated his 
advice. ‘It hurts isn’t it? When you are so tired of the pain and would want it to stop 
so that you can rest in peace, you would tell me what I want to know. Only the truth 
would do. So speak.’ 

Staring in their eyes, “you have only to speak and you will have peace and no 
more pain.’ 


If the subject still resisted, the cooing—that deep hooting sound that pigeons 
make, would start again. 
‘Don’t be foolish, this pain is nothing. Nothing!’ he would taunt the subject. 


He would lie there and watch the life slowly ebbing from the eyes of the 
subject until he or she had to speak the truth and nothing but the truth, or else the 
words would not reach the ears of Dr Fearmonger, the torturer extraordinaire! Or 
would the most cruel bastard that ever lived be a more appropriate description? 

In reality, often the person had lost the will to resist the pain and Dr 
Fearmonger had nearly always won. Then, after yet another betrayer had been broken, 
he would go out of the room and normal activity would resume. 

Jojo, frozen by his thoughts, glanced again at his watch; five minutes to go. 

‘Yes I have to see him,’ he told Blue Hart. 


He straightened himself and gazed once more at Blue Hart. Would he ever see 
him again? He walked straight out of the lab and followed the corridor to the lift. 
When he got there, he called for it and when it came, he squared his shoulders, lifted 
his chin, and marched into the lift as if it was the platform of the guillotine. 

“Wait for me Iam coming with you,’ Blue Hart shouted. 

“You can’t,’ he shouted back. 


He stood facing the sliding door and pressed the button for level three. The 
door started to close but Blue Hart managed to get to it in time and jumped inside. 

‘Are you crazy? He wants to see me, not you.’ 

‘Don’t worry he won’t see me. Jojo, you are about to see something. Please 
keep it to yourself.’ 


Blue Hart touched a particular place on the face of his watch and he 
immediately became invisible. Jojo’s jaw dropped in amazement. For a moment he 
couldn't speak. Then he regained his voice. 

‘Blue Hart where are you?’ 
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‘I’m here,’ he whispered. He took Jojo’s hand and placed it on his face. Jojo 
followed the contours and said, ‘I heard about invisible agent, but...’ 


Blue Hart told him to be quiet and the lift was on its way to level three. 2 
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CHAPTER 1 1 now you see it, now you don’t 


Aoudaghost city, Sdo Tomé 


melled the inside of the room as he had been there several times. When the 

voice told him curtly to come in, he opened the door and walked inside. He 

stood and stared into the eyes of the man who sat on a high chair, a poor imitation of a 

throne, under the centre light. Little did he realise that Blue Hart was already inside 
and probing the room. 

It was the knowledge that he was not alone that helped Jojo to look at the 
terrifying eyes of Dr Fearmonger that stared at him through the heavy disguise, which 
was no disguise at all for Jojo who had seen him once in that dressage. He 
remembered very well. It was the day when an apparently disloyal colleague of his 
was fed through a trapped door on the floor, to crocodiles lurking below. The devilish 
eyes slowly moved all over him, like camera lenses, taking a closer look. 

‘Come closer,’ Dr Fearmonger signalled to Jojo. 


(Ys the black painted door with gold handle and nameplate, Jojo already 


Two more steps forward Jojo had unknowingly stood on the trapped door. 

Dr Fearmonger spoke. 

“You have been very loyal to me for many years, Jojo. How long have you 
worked for me?’ 

‘Four years, boss.’ 

“That’s quite a long time...tell me Jojo when did you decide to betray me?’ 

‘T haven’t betrayed you.’ 

‘IT see your holster is empty. Where is your gun?’ 

‘I must have left it in my room by mistake.’ 

‘Clumsy,’ Dr Fearmonger laboured the word. ‘This is one thing we can’t 
afford to be in our business.’ 


His staring, probing eyes concealed themselves behind the makeup as they 
surveyed the document in front of him. /t looks like the same document that was in 
Germanovich room, Jojo noticed. The brown envelope lying on the table gave him yet 
another clue. He looked across at the envelope with wide, petrifying eyes. 

Dr Fearmonger flicked through the pages, placed it back in the envelope, 
which he then held in his hand. He looked up at Jojo. Somehow, Jojo managed to look 
back bravely. 

‘Jojo.’ It was the voice of authority, of a man in charge. ‘I picked up this 
envelope and its content from your room.’ 

‘I found it in Germanovich’s room and I was going to bring it to you.’ 

“Why didn’t you?’ 

‘T went to find Blue Hart and couldn’t find him in his room. I first wanted to 
verify the stock in the lab before coming to you.’ 

“Why haven’t you searched for him?’ 
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“You called for me.’ 

‘Why are you lying to me?’ 

‘IT am not.’ 

‘Rae Labonne saw you and Blue Hart coming out of your room.’ 


Jojo could not believe his ears. He felt faint with reaction. He was shaken 
being caught telling a lie. He put a hand in his pocket and pulled out a handkerchief. 

He wiped his face and stammered in a weak voice, ‘I am s-sorry, boss.’ 

‘Because of this I can’t trust you anymore. This is a great shame. Do you 
understand?’ 

‘It won’t happen again.’ 

“You bet it won’t.’ 

‘Working in this organisation as my right hand man carries much 
responsibility. It bears a high rank. You should be proud.’ 


Jojo sensed danger. He felt his body stiffening to protect itself from any 
wound that it may have to endure. Dr Fearmonger grunted non-committally as he 
observed the stress Jojo appeared to be experiencing and decided to lull him into a 
false sense of safety before applying the full force of his revenge whenever he felt 
threatened by an enemy. 

‘My dear fellow,’ Dr Fearmonger said smoothly. ‘I am perhaps being too 
harsh on you...anyone is entitled to make a mistake. To err is human, right?’ 

Jojo nodded with a timid grin, ‘yes.’ 


Dr Fearmonger got up and went over to a side table where his butler had laid 
out what he had ordered. 

‘Try one of these,’ and handed Jojo a box of chocolates. He continued to 
rabbit on while he wrestled with the cork on a bottle. ‘It is always tricky getting out 
the cork on champagne bottles... Having a strong hand helps with that sort of work, 
isn’t it? I received a case containing twelve bottles from a friend living in the South of 
France.’ 


Jojo opened the chocolate box and chose a round liqueur one. It would be 
easier to swallow. His mouth was dry with fear of the moment when he would finally 
feel the full force of Dr Fearmonger’s anger. As he was about to put the chocolate in 
his mouth he suddenly wondered if it was filled with poison. 

‘Go ahead, taste it. Don’t worry it is not poisonous.’ 


When Dr Fearmonger noticed Jojo was still hesitant to taste the chocolate, he 
reached over, picked one and placed it in his mouth. Jojo then decided to go ahead 
and taste one. A bit of chocolate stuck in his mouth. Luckily, a glass of champagne 
was thrust into his hand. 

‘Good health,’ Dr Fearmonger said as he lifted his glass merrily. 


Jojo lifted his glass, echoed the same sentiment. He drained his glass; put it 
down on the side table. He knew his boss was pretending to be nice. 


Dr Fearmonger immediately filled it again, ‘...and now to the health of 
Aoudaghost city.’ He raised his glass. The fake smile tightened as he watched Jojo’s 
reactions. 


Tp 


Jojo lifted his full glass. “To Aoudaghost city.” The word only just came out. 
He choked on the champagne and had to take two gulps. 


Dr Fearmonger gave him no time for reflection. He went back to his seat and 
checked if Jojo was standing on the trapped door. When he was satisfied that was the 
case, ‘and now goodbye, traitor,’ he said as he pressed a button. 


To his surprise, nothing happened! He pressed it again; still the trap door 
didn’t open! He couldn’t understand why his automated trap door was not 
functioning. Unaware that invisible Blue Hart, who had been witnessing the charade, 
had disabled it. Authority and anger was back in Dr Fearmonger’s voice. Never had 
such a failure occurred before. 

The champagne was having its effect on Jojo. He was taking his time to react. 


‘Did you tamper with my computerised system?’ Dr Fearmonger accused Jojo. 


‘No, boss.’ He was truthful. He had never thought about it. 

‘And if you had the chance, would you?’ 

‘Now that I know you were prepared to kill me, y-yes.’ 

‘Freely?’ 

Jojo shrugged his shoulders with a hint of disgust. ‘One does what one has to 
do to survive.’ 

Dr Fearmonger paused. There was feverish anger in the next question. 

‘Are you a cold blooded killer?’ 

Shit, thought Jojo. ‘Not as much as you, boss.’ 


His sweaty face sparkled in the light. 
“So, 1am your enemy, now?’ 
‘Not as much as I am to you.’ 


Jojo was furious to the core. Ghanaian men are ruthless and unrepentant about 
killing. In Ghana, the attitude towards death was still barbaric. The questions from the 
Dr Fearmonger were even more provoking for being asked in such an inquisitorial 
tone by a superior he had worked for loyally for many years. 

Dr Fearmonger got up. Blue Hart spotted the former carrying a miniature- 
motorised exocet inside his right sleeve as he came close to Jojo, and looked down at 
a man he had placed his trust and wondered if he should do so once again. Blue Hart 
anticipated his next move and rushed to protect Jojo. Surprisingly, Dr Fearmonger’s 
voice changed from being sharp and threatening to conciliatory, just as he tried to fire 
the missile into Jojo’s chest he felt someone pulled him away by his hair. He 
struggled to turn to look who it was but could see no one. 

“What the fuck,’ he yelled. ‘Whoever you are show yourself coward.’ 


Jojo was having trouble contain himself from laughing. His fears had suddenly 
disappeared. He had never seen his boss taunted and unable to do anything about it. In 
a fit of madness, Dr Fearmonger began to shoot randomly. One bullet grazed Jojo’s 
ear causing him to run instantly into hiding whilst his boss continued to shoot at an 
invisible enemy. He fired the missile, which hit a pipe causing an explosion. A flash 
of flame lit the room and a chunk of masonry detached from the ceiling nearly 
crushing Blue Hart. Suddenly the area was full of running men. Hart threw a gun at 
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Jojo, which the latter caught and started to shoot at the enemy. 

Hart, holding his Beretta in his hand, followed Dr Fearmonger towards the 
hallway, the ceiling of which had partially been blown out and there was havoc 
everywhere. The stretch of grass between the hole in the wall and ceiling was in 
turmoil. There were fighting and running figures. Blue Hart was visible again. As he 
peered into the struggling mass, Jojo was clutching his stomach. He ran towards Hart, 
coughing terribly. “Nice to see you again,’ he declared. Two of Dr Fearmonger’s loyal 
men came after him, their knives held low, shouting, ‘traitor.’ 

Instinctively, Hart aimed at their legs above the knees and the gun in his hand 
fired twice. The two men fell, soundlessly, face downwards on the floor. He was 
running out of bullets. Only four were left. A knife hissed past his head and clang on 
to a picture on the wall. It had been aimed at Jojo, who came running out of a shadow 
with two men on his heels. The second man stopped and raised his knife to throw and 
Hart shot from the hip, blindly, and saw him fall. The other man turned and fled 
among the debris. 

A hand caught Hart round the mouth and lugged him backwards. On his way 
to the ground, he saw stars passing in front of his eyes. He felt a thump into the back 
of his neck. As he whirled over sideways on the floor, he managed to avoid the sharp 
of a knife. Three men went after Jojo, and as Hart scrambled to one knee he saw a 
black figure pile down on the crouching Jojo, who gave one lash upwards with his 
useless gun and then went down under them. 

At the same moment, Hart leapt forward and brought his gun butt down on a 
round shaven head. Jojo was on his feet and the third man was running away. 

‘Shoot, Hart, shoot the bastard!’ roared Jojo. 

‘Am empty,’ Blue Hart signalled. 


Finally, there was silence except for the groans of the wounded. Hart 
lethargically watched Jojo walked among the bodies, occasionally turning one over 
with a foot. 


Blue Hart shook his head, why, why, why? A dozen or more men had been 
killed trying to protect Dr Fearmonger. 

‘Now it is not good, Hart. You have saved my life. I should have been friend 
with you a long time ago. I’ll pay you back one day.’ He held out his hand. 

Hart took it. ‘We won, we defeated Dr Fearmonger.’ 

‘Where the hell is he though, I see no body?’ 

‘He most probably took off leaving his loyalists to die for him.’ 

“You mean we may still have to reckon with him?’ 

‘Unfortunately it looks that way...I need a drink.’ 


They reached a table, littered with debris. They managed to find from the bar a 
bottle of black Jamaican rum covered in dust. Blue Hart grabbed it. They added a 
dash of coke to two tumblers of rum and they both emptied the glasses at one 
swallow. 

They chuckled together, pleased with their victory. # 


CHAPTER 1 2 finally a silver bullet or is it? 


12, April 2020, London 


OS™ in London, the future was looking bright, at least for the British 
PM. 

‘Good afternoon. I have today left hospital after a week in which the 
NHS saved my life. No question!’ the PM said graciously. ‘It’s hard to find words to 
express my debt but before I come to that I want to thank everyone in the entire UK 
for the effort and the sacrifice you have made and are making. When the sun is out 
and kids at home, the entire natural world is at its loveliest, and the outdoors is so 
inviting I can only imagine how tough it has been to follow the rules on social 
distancing. I thank you because so many millions and millions of people across this 
country have been doing the right thing. Millions going through the hardship of self- 
isolation faithfully, patiently and with thought and care for others as well as for 
themselves.’ 


There was a pause. There was an air of genuineness shining on his face as he 
continued with his address. 

‘I want you to know that this Easter Sunday I do believe your effort are worth 
it and are daily proving their worth because although we mourn everyday for those 
who are taken from us in such numbers and though the struggle is by no means over 
we are now making progress in the battle against this incredible coronavirus. A fight 
we never picked against, an enemy we still don’t entirely understand. We are making 
progress in this national battle because the British public formed a human shield 
around this country’s greatest national asset—our NHS. We understood and we 
decided that together we could keep our NHS safe. If we could stop our NHS from 
being overwhelmed then we couldn’t be beaten and this country would rise together 
and overcome this challenge as we have overcome so many challenges in the past.’ 


He spoke with passion just as the famous Churchill would have. 

‘In the last seven days,’ he said he had seen the pressure the NHS was under 
and the personal courage, not just the doctors and the nurses, but everyone, the 
cleaners, the cooks, the healthcare workers of every description, physios, 
radiographers, pharmacists, who kept coming to work, kept putting themselves in 
harms way, kept risking this deadly virus. 

‘Tt is thanks to that courage, that devotion, that duty and that love that our 
NHS has been unbeatable,’ he remarked. He added, ‘J want to pay my thanks to the 
utterly brilliant doctors, leaders in their field, men and women, for some reason 
several of them called Nick who took some crucial decisions a few days ago for which 
I would be grateful for the rest of my life.’ 


He thanked the many nurses, men and women whose care he felt had been so 
astonishing, offered his thanks to Po Ling and Shannon, Emily and Angel, Connie and 
Betty, Rachel and Nicky and Anne, and begged forgiveness if he had missed anyone. 
He extended a special thank you to two nurses who stood by his bedside for 48 hours 
when things could have gone either way. They were Jenny from New Zealand, 
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Invercargill on the south island and Luis from Portugal, near Porto. He said, the 
reason in the end his body did start to get enough oxygen was because for every 
second of the night, they were watching, they were thinking and they were caring and 
making the interventions he needed. 

Based on the care he received he concluded that he knew across the UK 
twenty four hours a day for every second of every hour there were hundred of 
thousands of NHS staff who were acting with the same care and thought and precision 
of that of Jenny and Luis. 

‘That is why,’ he said ‘we would defeat this coronavirus and defeat it together. 
We will win because our NHS is the beating heart of this country. It is the best of this 
country. It is unconquerable. It is powered by love.’ 

He ended his address by voicing a thank you to the NHS, wishing them a 
happy Easter, and reminding everyone to follow the rules on social distancing. “Stay 
at home, protect our NHS and save lives,’ he said. 

Just as he was about to move away from the microphone he added, ‘Oh, I have 
just been told a piece of good news: it looks like we are closer than expected to 
obtaining a vaccine that would no doubt assist us in our fight to defeat this nasty, 
nasty, nasty Coronavirus.’ 


38 38 3k 


At 7.30 on the morning of Thursday, August 8", Blue Hart awoke in his room 
in Aoudaghost city. He abruptly flung the single sheet off his naked body and swung 
his feet to the floor. He went down on his hands and did thirty slow press-ups, 
lingering over each one so that his muscles had no rest. When his arms could stand 
the pain no longer, he rolled over on his back and, with his hands at his sides, did the 
straight leg-lift until his stomach muscles screamed. He got to his feet and, after 
touching his toes ten times, went over to arm and chest exercises combined with deep 
breathing until he was woozy. Panting with the exertion, he went into the bathroom 
and stood under the shower of very hot and then cold hissing water for five minutes. 
After shaving and putting on a sleeveless sea blue cotton shirt and navy blue trousers, 
he slipped his bare feet into black leather shoes and he was ready to leave with the 
sample of the Corona vaccine. To be on the safe side he had helped himself with 
several vials of it—six to be exact and couldn’t wait to deliver them to London. 

Jojo was more than please to escort Hart out of Aoudaghost city. When the 
submarine surfaced at Sdo Tomé bay, they bid each other farewell. 

“You take care now my friend, safe journey to London,’ said Jojo. 

‘Thank you. It should be plane sailing,’ Hart said, being optimistic. ‘Look 
after yourself. Remember Dr Fearmonger is still loose. So be on guard.’ 


28 2K ok 


The trusted engine of the Boeing 707 was humming and building up to a 
smooth whine. Blue Hart was looking forward to seeing London again as the plane 
left the runway and climbed steadily. 

Ten minutes later, it had reached 20,000 feet and was heading north along the 
wide air-channel that takes the Mediterranean traffic to England. The scream of the 
jets had died to a low, drowsy whistle. Hart unfastened his seat belt and reached for 
the slim, attaché case on the floor beside his legs. He placed it on his lap, checked on 
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the six vials of Corona vaccine and displayed a triumphant smile. The airhostess 
reminded him to put on his mask, which he did in obedience of the flying rules during 
this COVID-19 period. He looked so funny with his facemask on though, which 
prompted a slight giggle from the airhostess who came to serve him a drink. 

The plane was almost empty. He did a quick head count and found only a 
score of passengers were on board which was good as they were able to maintain 
social distance. 

The plane moved steadily on above the endless sea. The clouds broke up and a 
distant blue haze, far away to their left, was Paris. For an hour, they flew high over 
the fields of France. 

Lunch came. Blue Hart put aside his kindle and the thoughts that kept coming 
between him and the lit up page of his handheld computer, and, while he ate, he gazed 
down at the cool English Channel—the busiest shipping area in the world which is 
also an arm of the Atlantic Ocean that separates Southern England from 
northern France. 

Suddenly he remembered he forgot to say goodbye to Kiki White (AKA 
Sweetlips) and decided to compose a quick SMS. As he was about to send it he 
changed his mind and deleted it. He feared someone might intercept the message and 
obtain his location whilst he was in possession of the Coronavirus sample vaccine. He 
was ever too conscious that Dr Fearmonger was on the loose and God knows what he 
was up to right at that moment. Head of SIS in London was not happy that Dr 
Fearmonger remained a thorn and a force to be reckoned with. He was an enemy of 
the world, unconcerned about anyone else except for himself. He certainly would not 
hesitate to kill Blue Hart, as an act of revenge, should he get the chance. 

The flight attendant interrupted Blue Hart’s thoughts. ‘Fasten your seat-belts, 
please.’ 

As she spoke, the plane dropped sickeningly and soared up again with an ugly 
note of strain in the scream of the aircraft. The sky outside was suddenly black. Rain 
hammered on the windows. There came a blinding flash of blue and white light and a 
crash as if an anti-aircraft shell had hit the jet, and the plane heaved and bucketed in 
the belly of the electric storm that had ambushed them. 

Blue Hart smelt danger. Again, the lightning flung its hands across the 
windows. Crash! It felt as if they were the centre of the thunderclap. Suddenly the 
plane seemed incredibly small and frail. Twenty-one passengers! Hart thought if that 
was his unlucky day. His hands on the arms of his seat felt wet. He knew the plane 
was not that very old, but how many flying hours has it done? He wondered. Lots of 
flying would have caused metal fatigue in the wings, if so, how much of their strength 
remained? Perhaps he wouldn’t get to London after all. Perhaps a plummeting crash 
into the English Chanel was going to prevent him from delivering his find and help 
his country and the rest of the world get rid of this damn Coronavirus that had plague 
the earth for so long in a way never seen before. 

Blue Hart closed his mind to the noise and violent movement, and focused on 
a single stitch in the back of the seat in front of him, waiting nervously for whatever 
fate had decided for BA Flight No. 2063. 

A sudden relief came when it got lighter in the cabin. The rain had stopped 
crashing on the wide Perspex window and the noise of the aircraft settled back into 
their steady whistle. Hart opened his eyes and slowly turned his head, looking 
curiously out of the window. He watched the tiny shadow of the plane hastening far 
below across the quiet waters of the English Chanel. He heaved a deep sigh as he 
reached into his pocket for his cigarette case. He let out a smile when he saw his 
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hands were steady as he took out his lighter to light the cigarette. No sooner he had 
done so, he noticed the red No smoking sign. He quickly put it out, covered his mouth 
with his mask and sat quietly, forcing himself to relax. He requested a whisky on the 
rock and the flight attendant promptly served him one, which he drank in one 
swallow. He felt the drink light a quick, small fire down his throat and in his stomach. 
He put down his glass and ordered another, which the airhostess denied him as she 
asked the passengers to prepare for landing. 
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Blue Hart climbed out of the plane and walked through customs. After 
collecting his suitcase, he got outside and found a tall thin man with black moustaches 
stepped out of the shadows. The latter wore a smart black coat and a chauffeur’s cap. 
He saluted and, without asking Blue Hart his name, took his suitcase and led the way 
over to an old gleaming black Rolls Royce that Hart assumed must have been hand 
built for a millionaire of the ‘20s with a rather curious registration number plate, 
making him immediately suspicious. 

He went to a phone booth and dialled the DVLA (Driver and Vehicle 
Licensing Agency). 

‘Can you tell me the owner of vehicle number CV2019.’ 

‘It’s a private number registered to...’ 

‘Oh right,’ Hart interrupted the person on the other end of the line. ‘Thank you 
very much.’ 


As Blue Hart suspected someone was on to him, presumably aiming to stop 
him from delivering the sample vaccine. As the car glided out of the airport, the driver 
turned and said politely over his shoulder, ‘SIS thought you would prefer to rest 
tonight, sir. I am to take you to the Ritz where a suite is reserved for you and call for 
you at nine tomorrow morning.’ 

‘Is that so?’ he responded. ‘Very considerate of SIS,’ he muttered. 


The car flew off down the wide tarmac road. The air was soft. Having heard 
the sound of a motor scooter and noticed it was following from behind he pretended 
to settle back and enjoy the drive, but was ready to act. 

‘I think we have picked up a tail,’ Blue Hart said to the driver. 

‘I was wondering that myself. I saw him in the airport car parking lot 
earlier... Would you like me to drive faster and lose him?’ 

‘No, I quite like to find out what he wants...at the coming bend I want you to 
pull to the side and stop the car.’ 

‘Right!’ 


The driver did as told. As soon as the car came to a stand still, Blue Hart 
jumped out, hid behind a bush and immediately made himself invisible. 

When the scooter had reached the car, the rider stopped next to it, with a gun 
in the hand, looked inside the car and saw only the driver. 

‘Where is Blue Hart,’ the biker asked. 

‘He got out and disappeared.’ 

‘Disappeared? Where?’ 

‘There!’ The driver pointed to a field covered with bushes. 

“You idiot, why did you stop?’ 
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‘He ordered me to.’ 
After making a phone call, the biker, whilst pointing a gun at the driver, said, 
“You’re fucking useless.’ Seconds later shot him dead. 


As the biker was about to mount the scooter, a fist to the jaw sent him to the 
ground. The rider stood up and saw Hart, who was visible again, and spouted in a 
feminine voice, ‘Where the fuck did you come from?’ 

Blue Hart shook his head, not quite believing his ears, uttered, “Never mind 
that, what you want with me?’ 

‘I want the sample vaccine you took from Dr Fearmonger’s lab.’ 

‘But my people in London need it and I intend to deliver it to them.’ 

‘My people want it too or they wouldn't have sent me out to get it from you.’ 


Blue Hart was not only surprised that the voice was that of a woman, it had an 
Italian accent to it, which gave him a good clue. 

‘ll be damned.’ Blue Hart laughed shortly. So AZSE has sent a woman to do a 
man’s job, he mumbled. 


The last thing he expected was for AISE (Agenzia Informazioni e Sicurezza 
Esterna), the foreign intelligence service of Italy formerly known as SISMI, to be 
after him. 

He leaned forward and gave the blonde hair poking underneath the helmet a 
soft tug. There was a squeak of protest. Hart sat down on the edge of the backseat of 
the car. After a moment’s silence, the biker cautiously removed her helmet and one 
large blue eye inspected him. 

‘I was told you were handsome but I didn’t realise how much!’ the woman 
said in a muffled voice. 

“You’re not bad either,’ Hart complimented her with a grin. ‘Err... Who sent 

you?’ 

‘That’s for me to know and for you to find out.’ 

“Well I’ve a reservation at the Ritz. I’m on my way there.’ 

“What a coincidence,’ she replied. ‘I have a room there too.’ The voice was 
deep and provocative. 

‘Then ride with me. I’ll have your scooter picked up.’ 


The girl wasting no time jumped in the passenger seat, and closed the door 
whilst Blue Hart got behind the steering wheel. 

‘Let me introduce myself. My name is Blue Hart. I'm very glad to meet you.’ 

‘I know.’ She smiled sweetly. 

‘Mine's Maria Minetti.’ 


There was a pause while they scanned each other, the girl with curiosity and 
Hart with cool surmise. She was the first to break the silence. 
“You look just like your photographs,’ she blushed. ‘Shall we go?’ 

Blue Hart took one more look into the teasing blue eyes of Maria and 
then started the engine. He felt his body getting out of control and could not wait to 
get to the hotel. Maria was one hell of a beautiful woman, Blue Hart thought. Perhaps 
even one of the most beautiful women in the world.’ If you have ever heard of the 
unforgettable, delectable Virma Lisi, the Italian actress, then you have a perfect visual 
of Maria. 
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The curious thing was that Maria didn’t look to Hart like an Italian spy. There 
was none of the reserve of a spy, none of the coldness and calculation. She appeared 
warmth hearted and full of gaiety as shone out through her eyes. The fact that she had 
looked at a photograph of him was fascinating. 
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At the hotel Blue Hart went to his room and Maria followed him. They lied 
close to each other on the bed. 

‘Now listen, Maria.’ Hart tried not to look at the beautiful face of Maria on the 
pillow. His eyes followed the contour of her chin. ‘Seriously, what is all this about 
Maria? Are you really after me or the vaccine?’ He raised his eyes to hers, which had 
opened wide in that damnable forthrightness. 

“But of course!’ 

“Oh!' Hart was taken aback by the candour of her answer. He looked at her 
suspiciously. ‘Which one?’ 

‘Both.’ She grinned. You do know you are not going to get out of this room 
without...” 


Maria didn’t complete her sentence. She climbed on top of him and began to 
kiss him feverishly. After a period of unbelievable passion, Blue Hart felt drugged to 
dizziness. In his daze, he saw Maria searching his suitcase. She looked frightened of 
what she was doing, terrified in fact. She didn’t expect it to be that easy and kept her 
nerves. She expected Hart to have been more astute. How odd! She thought. Maybe it 
was her lucky day! She proceeded in pocketing one of the sample vaccines. Hart in 
his wisdom didn’t try to stop her and watched her leave. She was truthful enough to 
say what she wanted and helped herself. Since he had more than one sample of the 
vaccine and his people in London needed just one, he was not too bothered losing 
one. She had a job to do. So had he. His eyes narrowed. His mind raced as he thought 
of other problems that he might have to face in delivering the remaining samples. 
Getting out of the hotel inconspicuously was tricky. If there were other secret agents 
after him, they would stop at nothing to get to him and the vaccine. Using one of the 
special features of his unique watch, Blue Hart thought it was time for him to do his 
invisible act again. He took the lift and as it reached the ground floor, it stopped and 
the door opened automatically. Two men who were waiting to enter were surprised to 
see it was empty. They looked at each other, raised their shoulders and stepped inside. 

Minutes later Blue Hart, visible again, was standing on the platform at the 
underground Station at Victoria ready to catch the Circle line to Paddington and then 
the Northern Belle Orient Express (NBOexpress) train to Manchester. The 
NBOexpress was a luxury locomotive so named to recall the Belle trains of the 1930s, 
with a Fleet size of 13 rail carriages. 2 
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CHAPTER 1 3 the struggle against COVID-19 


08:30, Paddington, London 


lue Hart managed to get in the NBOexpress as it was about to leave the 

station. A few yards away, Hart watched the station-master raise a hand 

to the engine driver and walked slowly back down the train, banging 
the doors of the carriages up front following new passengers who had boarded it. 

The stationmaster strode purposefully by and when he’d reached the guard's 
van, he lifted his green flag. The train started to move. It screeched along slowly. The 
lighthouse lit up the roofs of the dreary shacks along the railway line. It thundered 
superbly over the 1,400 miles of glittering steel track between Paddington and 
Manchester. 

The series of carriages of that luxury locomotive blew quietly. Curls of steam 
rose between the carriages and died quickly as it hit the hot air. Hart gazed vaguely at 
the countryside, frequently looking at his watch. The quiet pant of the engine had 
stopped. There came an echoing hiss as the automatic safety valve let off the excess 
steam. 

With his free hand, Blue Hart took out a cigarette and lit it. He was sitting 
next to a Ghanaian girl and the latter watched his face with tenderness, what a 
handsome man? She thought. Why was he so pensive? She wondered. What was going 
on behind those cold level blue eyes that sometimes turned soft and sometimes blazed 
like diamonds? 

In the blue dusk outside the window, a signal box loomed up. The girl watched 
Hart get up, pull down the window, and craned out into the darkness. His body was 
close to hers. She moved her knee so that it touched him. The girl stretched out a 
hand, caught hold of the edge of the coat, and tugged at it. Hart pulled up the window 
and turned. He smiled down at her. He read her eyes. He bent and put his hands on the 
fur over her breasts and kissed her hard on the lips. The girl leant back, dragging him 
with her. 

There came a soft double knock on the door. Blue Hart stood up. He pulled 
out his handkerchief and wiped the rouge off his lips unable to believe what had just 
happened. One could only wonder what would have happened next if they were not 
interrupted by whoever was knocking at the door. 

“Who could that be?’ he muttered. He unlocked the door and to his surprise, it 
was Sweetlips. 

‘Darling I have been searching the train for you,’ she said and caught a glimse 
of the Ghanaian girl. ‘Can I come in?’ 

‘ll rather you didn’t,’ he answered and slipped out, closing the door behind 
him. The Ghanaian woman watched him leave, eyes wide, with half-open lips. 
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Sweetlips clutched the brass guardrail, smoking and gazed moodily out 
towards the field that receded as the long train snaked away to its destination. Blue 
Hart leaned on the rail beside her. 

‘How did you find me?’ He asked. 

Sweetlips looked into the reflection of Hart’s face in the dark window. ‘Never 
mind that,’ she replied dismissively and added softly, ‘The news is not good. There 
are three suspicious men on the train.’ 

‘Ah!’ A shiver ran up Hart’s spine. 

‘Obviously they’re on to you and that girl you were with is with them.’ 


Blue Hart’s mind was cool. ‘So the girl was bait?’ he reflected. Yet her kiss 
appeared genuine, he thought. What an actor! 

‘Wait here,’ Blue Hart said to Sweetlips. He went back and knocked softly on 
the door. He heard the girl unlock it and slip the chain. He went in and shut the door. 
She looked surprised. She did not expect him back. She smiled radiantly. 

Referring to Sweetlips, “You have finished? Who was that woman? Not your 
wife, I hope?’ 

‘Nothing of that sort, just a good friend... Listen, I've got to talk to you.’ 


She noticed the seriousness on his face and her smile went out. She listened 
obediently with her hands in her lap. 

‘Now listen, whoever you are,’ Blue Hart’s voice was deadly. ‘Something’s 
came up. I need only the truth from you.’ 

She said indifferently. ‘That’s all you will get from me.’ She examined the 
hands in her lap. 

“What is your name?’ 

‘Amara.’ 


Blue Hart sat down beside Amara. ‘There are three suspicious looking men on 
the train. I know you are associated with them. What are they doing here, Amara?’ 
Hart’s voice was soft. He watched her, searched her with all his senses. 


She looked up with tears in her eyes. Just like a child who have been found out 
and yet there was no trace of guilt on her face. Only fear. She reached out a hand and 
then drew it back. 

“You aren't going to kill me, are you?’ 

‘T haven’t made up my mind yet,’ Hart said impatiently, but I might. ‘What do 
these men want?’ 


He watched her facial expression. He could only see terror. No sign of her 
hiding anything. 

Amara hated the position she was in. She wiped the back of her hand across 
her eyes. The streak of tears showed on the back of the hand as he reached forward 
and put his hand on her knee. She looked into Blue Hart’s eyes, begging him to 
believe her. 

‘Mr Hart,’ Amara said in a trembling voice. ‘I did not want to get involved 
but they threatened to kill me if I didn’t do as I was told.’ 

‘Do you know who these men are?’ 

‘All I know they work for Dr Fearmonger.’ 


85 


‘But he is dead.’ 

‘Wrong. He isn’t,’ she affirmed boldly. ‘People like him are like cats. They 
have many lives.’ 

‘And these three men on the train work for him?’ 

“Yes. They are here to recover the sample vaccine you stole. They would kill if 
they have to, so please be careful. That is all I can tell you...I have done what I said I 
would. Now, please leave me alone and save yourself.’ 


These men will soon know she has talked. Only God knew what would happen 
to her now that she had betrayed them. They would somehow get her, and him. These 
people tend to have no mercy, no respect for human life. There purpose in life was to 
win no matter what the cost. 

Blue Hart stood up. “I must talk to Sweetlips and decide what to do.’ 

“Sweetlips?’ Echoed Amara. ‘Is she the woman you were talking to?’ 

Blue Hart nodded. ‘Yes... Don't worry. We will look after you. But now we 
must be very careful.’ 


Blue Hart looked round the compartment. He tried the communicating door 
with the next car and it turned out to be locked and proceeded to wedge it. He then did 
the same to the door into the passage. As he peeped through, he saw the back of the 
conductor walking away. Hart waited for him to be gone. 

Blue Hart smiled grimly to himself at the situation. Amara was looking 
anxiously up at him. 

‘Don’t worry, Amara,’ he said reassuringly. ‘Don't worry about anything. 
With Sweetlips’s help, I will work out a strategy.’ 


Sweetlips was still in the passage gazing out of the window. The train had 
picked up speed and was hurtling through the countryside, its harsh melancholy 
whistle echoing back at them. 

Blue Hart was very much in charge, but he didn't know he was going to have 
three men attempting to prevent him from delivering the sample vaccine to SIS. Now 
the only thing to do was to eliminate those three unwanted escorts. Get them off the 
train. 

He toyed with the idea of leaving the train at the next station, on the wrong 
side of the track, possibly hire a car and somehow make his way to SIS headquarter in 
Manchester. Blue Hart looked at his watch. Five o'clock. He put on his thinking cap. 
The simplest answer to his problem was to get rid of the three men, then stick to the 
train and to his original plan. If not, to get himself off the train, take another means to 
his destination. He was a resourceful man. His mind raced on adding up the pros, 
ignoring the cons for behind his reasoning, Blue Hart calmly admitted to himself that 
he had an insane desire to play the game out, take these people on, and then the 
problem would go away. His mission, all along had been to find the vaccine and 
deliver it safely to SIS. He got the vaccine in his possession, delivering it he must, 
though it was proving rather more difficult than he had anticipated. 

The train gave a long whistle and began to slacken speed. With a jolt and a 
screech of couplings, the NBOExpress slowed to walking speed and finally, with a 
sigh of vacuum brakes and a noisy hiss of let-off steam, it grinned to a halt. 
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Meanwhile, in the UK alone, the Coronavirus had already claimed over 52000 
British lives, leaving many families to moan their deads and disrupted the normal 
functions of people’s routine. Some businesses forced to close due to national 
lockdown were going bust, planes were grounded, ships were stuck in ports, buses 
and tubes were struggling to provide social distancing. The government had advised 
the people to use their cars, wear a mask, and work at home where possible. Schools 
were closed and children were being educated via videos. 

The chancellor though busy coming up with a package that would help the 
families, employees and employers was welcomed. Still some people were suffering, 
living in isolation and starving. Some were calling for tougher actions to defeat the 
Coronavirus whilst others were objecting to the fact that their liberty was being 
curtailed and unwilling to follow the rules put in place by the government. Trafalgar 
Square was packed with thousands of maskless protesters, showing their anger and 
discontent. Demonstrators carried placards and flags with some clapping and shouting 
in spite of a plea from police for people to stick to Coronavirus restrictions. 
Opposition MPs in parliament debating and questioning the actions the government 
were taking. Other British citizens were stuck abroad unable to fly home. Never in 
the history of Great Britain, had a nation been so paralysed and demoralised by an 
invisible enemy that was clearly determined to cause as much miseries, as much pains 
and sufferings unheard since World War II. The situation was being described by 
some as nature rising against its own people. 

In number 10 Downing Street, the PM was preparing himself to go on TV 
again. The nation isolated in their home staring at their TV set was on the edge of 
their seat waiting with abated breath what he was going to say amidst rumours that the 
Coronavirus was showing its ugly head with a vengeance, and with winter 
approaching, a second wave of the disease was heading their way prompting tougher 
measures. 

Finally, a face appeared on TV. 

‘Good evening,’ the British PM greeted the nation. ‘The struggle against 
COVID-19 is the single biggest crisis the world is faced in my life time,’ he said. ‘In 
less than a year this disease has killed almost a million people and caused havoc to 
economies everywhere. Here in the UK, we mourned every person we’ve lost and 
grieve with his or her families and yet I am more certain than ever that this is a 
struggle that humanity will win...this country will win. And to achieve what we must, I 
want to talk to you directly tonight about the choices that we face—none of them easy 
and why we must take action now.’ 

Clearly, that PM understood the need to carry the people with him and 
encouraged them to help him in his fight against the Coronavirus. Whilst most of 
them were, a few were acting in a selfish manner and he needed to deal with them and 
confront those opposing him with harsh realities. After adjusting himself in his seat, 
he carried on, ‘J know we can succeed because we have succeeded before. When this 
illness took hold in this country in March (2020), we pulled together in a spirit of 
national sacrifice and community, and we followed the guidance to the letter. We 
stayed at home, protected the NHS and saved thousands of lives, and for months, we 
followed those disciplines of social distancing and kept that virus at bay, but we have 
to acknowledge that this is a freedom-loving country. Whilst the vast majority have 
complied with the rules, there have been too many breaches, too many opportunities 
for our invisible enemy to slip through undetected.’ 

He pointed out that the virus had started to spread again in an exponential 
way. Those infections were up... hospital admissions were climbing. He reminded 


86 


people what’s happening in France and Spain and said that the virus was no less fatal 
than it was in the spring and the vast majority of older people were no less 
susceptible. 

‘The iron laws of geometrical progression are shouting at us from the grass,’ 
he said and that we risked many more deaths. Many more families losing love ones 
before their time. 

He added, ‘J know that face with that risk, the British people would want their 
government to continue to fight to protect them —you—and that what we are doing 
night and day.’ 

After a brief pause, ‘Yet the single greatest weapon we bring to this fight is the 
common sense of the people themselves... the joint resolve of this country to work 
together, to support COVID-19 now.’ 

Then he came with his bombshell. He set out a package of tougher measures, 
in England, which included, early closing for pubs, bars—table service only; closing 
of businesses that were not COVID-19-secure; expansion of the use of face covering 
and new fines for those who were failing to comply. He once again asked office 
workers to work from home, if they could, whilst enforcing the rule of six, indoors 
and outdoors as well as introducing a tougher package of national measures combined 
with the potential for togetherness, local restrictions for areas already in lock down. 

He pointed out that he knew that these approaches were proportionate; already 
carried the support of all major parties in parliament. After discussion with colleagues 
in the devolved administration, he believed that they shared those approaches. 

He responded to his critiques by saying, ‘to those who say we don’t need this 
stuff and we should leave people to take their own risks, I say these risks are not our 
own. The tragic reality of having COVID-19 is that your mild cough can be someone 
else’s death now, and, as for the suggestions that we should simply lock up the elderly 
and the vulnerable, with all the suffering that that would entail I must tell you that is 
just not realistic. If you let the virus rip through the rest of the population, it will 
inevitably find its way to the elderly as well and in much greater numbers. That’s why 
we need to suppress the virus now.’ 


It was time for him to show who was in control by laying it clearly to those 
who had a mind of their own by announcing that for that minority who continued to 
flout the rules, be would enforce the rules with tougher penalties, fines of up to 
£10000. He would put more police out on the street and use the army to back-fill, if 
necessary. He accepted how spiritually reluctant he was to make that imposition and 
infringe anyone’s freedom but stressed that unless he took action now, he would have 
to go for tougher measures later when the death has already mounted and there was a 
case load of infections such as that which existed in the spring. 

‘If we let this virus get out of control now,’ he said, ‘it would mean that the 
NHS would have no space again to deal with cancer patients and the Millions of other 
non COVID medical needs. We would be forced into a new national lockdown that 
would threaten not only jobs and livelihood but also the loving human contact on 
which we all depend... It would mean a new loneliness for the elderly and vulnerable 
and ultimately it will threaten once again the education of our children.’ 

Moreover, he emphasized that he must do all he could to avoid going down 
that road again, and warned if people don’t follow the rules set out then the 
government must reserve the rights to go further. He underscored the government was 
taking action now because a stitch in time saves nine and that way he could keep 
people in work, keep shops and schools open and keep the country moving forward 
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whilst everyone work together to suppress the virus. 

After justifying the strategy, the PM asked the people to follow his proposed 
package and pointed out how better prepared the country was—there were the PPE, 
the beds, the nightingale, the new medicines pioneered in the UK that could help save 
lives. 

Though there were doctors and medical advisers who were rightly worried 
about the data and the risk over the winter, they were unanimous that things should be 
far better by the spring, when there was the hope of a vaccine soon. The PM boasted 
there was a mass testing so efficient that people could take in minutes so that they can 
do more of the things they love. 

Having exposed the hope, the dream and accepted it was hard, the PM was 
confident it was still attainable and reassured the people that his team was working as 
hard as they could to get there, but cautioned that ‘until we reach the end, we must 
rely on our willingness to look out for each other, to protect each other.’ 

He further stated, ‘Never in our history has our collective destiny and our 
collective health depended so completely on our individual behaviour,’ and 
maintained, ‘If everyone follows the rules, everyone will get through the winter.’ 

The PM was under no illusion that there were difficult months to come and the 
fight against COVID-19 was by no means over! He was of firm belief that there were 
great days ahead, and told the population that now was the time for everyone to 
summon the discipline and the resolve and the spirit of togetherness that would carry 
everyone through. 


The screen faded to a blank canvas. The country woke up and encouraged by 
the PM’s address, renewed its resolve to tackle this deadly virus boldly and 
courageously. Those unwilling to obey the rules had a clear choice: tow the line or 
pay the fine. « 
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CHAPTER 1 4 one down, two left 


NBOExpress to Manchester 


s the NBOExpress had made an unscheduled stop and was at a stand still, 
Blue Hart was thinking if he should get down. It was a busy station with a 
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recent face-lift. A clean expanse of raised platform, which meant there was 

hardly any step down from the train. There were several people waiting to get in. 
Across the platform was a closed door with a sign over it that said Fire Exit, written in 
red capital letters on a white background. Through the window of the train, Blue Hart 
thought he caught a glimpse of the head and shoulders of one of the three men on to 
him, walking away. If he was right in his observation, he couldn’t understand why he 
appeared to be leaving the train. Hart edged down the corridor passing a couple 
speaking in German commenting about the British weather. He heard the whistling of 
the engine, it was a new kind of whistle. The door of the wagon-lit carriage clanged 
shut. The guard at the back of the train looked at his watch and held out his flag. 
There was a jerk and the train began to move. Blue Hart pulled down the window and 
took a last look back at the almost empty platform, where he thought he saw one of 
the three men walking away. One down, he thought. Two left. The odds suddenly 
looked more respectable. He watched the platform disappeared from sight. He pulled 
in his head out of the cool, sweet afternoon air and pushed up the window with a 
bang. With only two instead of three men after him, he had decided to remain on the 
train and deal with his two remaining adversaries. 

Blue Hart got back into his cabin and saw Amara still sitting there. 

She asked, ‘I thought you got off the train?’ 

He sat down beside her. ‘Amara,’ he said curiously, ‘I think I saw one of the 
three men got off the train. I can’t understand why. Would you have any idea why?’ 

“Yes I saw it too,’ she turned her large dark brown eyes on his. ‘I am baffled 
too...maybe he is meeting Dr Fearmonger.’ 


Blue Hart suddenly felt very tired and his tiredness made him feel the journey 
was becoming more difficult than it probably was. Amara noticed his silence. She got 
up and said that she wanted to go to the wagon-restaurant. When they got there, 
surprisingly they saw Sweetlips was sitting at a table beckoning the waiter. They 
walked to her table. 

‘Do join me,’ she said to Blue Hart and his companion as the wait stood there 
waiting for the order. 

‘Drinks for my friends,’ Sweetlips ordered. 

Turning to Hart, ‘what can I get you sir?’ asked the waiter. 

‘Erh...Quattro on ice please,’ Hart replied. 

‘And for you ma’am?’ looking at Amara. 

‘A glass of Pinot red, please.’ 

As the waiter walked away, Sweetlips turned to Blue Hart, ‘so this is the secret 
companion you have been hiding from me?’ 
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Blue Hart smiled and said, ‘Amara, meet Sweetlips, Sweetlips meet Amara.’ 


The two women smiled at each other and everyone was seated. 

The thirteen-carriage train snaked along the beautiful English countryside as 
darkness approached. 

‘How long will it take to your destination?’ Amara asked. 

‘In less than an hour, I would say,’ Hart replied. 

‘That’s if you are allowed to by our two undesirable followers,’ Sweetlips 
added. 


Blue Hart gazed up into the beautiful, worried eyes of Sweetlips. He willed his 
tiredness to go away. It was impossible to work out when the two unwanted escorts 
were going to make their move on him. Hart had not forgotten the fact that Amara 
was not on his side. Wanting to come to the carriage-restaurant could have been a 
ploy to expose Blue Hart for an ambush. If she had any genuine feelings for Blue 
Hart, it would be of no interest to Dr Fearmonger’s men. Once they have learnt what 
Amara had told Hart, they would deal with the latter, they would most likely take her 
away and ditched her in the River Thames. 

‘Why didn’t you get off the train when you had the chance and take a taxi to 
Manchester?’ Sweetlips questioned. 

‘I was not trained to be a coward,’ Blue Hart answered back. ‘There are 
obvious loose ends that need to be trimmed off.’ 
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They had finished their drink. Just as Blue Hart stood up, the train passed 
inside a short tunnel, the entire carriage suddenly went pitched dark, and a gunshot 
whistled pass Blue Hart right ear grazing it a little. Seconds later, the train was once 
again in the open, and Hart noticed Amara was on the floor, dead. He was sure the 
bullet was meant for him. 

“You are bleeding,’ Sweetlips remarked. 

‘It’s nothing,’ said Blue Hart and they hurried back down the train and stayed 
together. 

‘Am sure they won’t give up,’ warned Sweetlips. ‘There is a bridge coming 
up, why don’t you jump off and I'll try to distract them.’ 

‘But I can’t leave you alone with these killers,’ Blue Hart protested. 


The train was slowing down as it approached the bridge. A lorry full of 
vegetables was moving slowly on the road below. 

‘Stop being so macho, I’m a big girl. I can take care of myself,’ Sweetlips hit 
back. 

‘Be quiet for a moment. I need to think.’ 


As the train jolted over the bridge, Sweetlips whispered, ‘Just as we were 
entering the room, I think I've spotted one of the men, passing through.’ 


Blue Hart was not surprised. He had assumed that, they won’t give up until 
they get what they wanted. 
‘Good thing you spotted him. Now we know we have to prepare ourselves. 
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You'd better stick by me from now on and be vigilant.’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ Sweetlips replied with a salute and a grin on her face, “but first I 
need to go the bathroom.’ 

‘Go ahead. Don’t want you to wet yourself,’ Hart said with a cheeky smirk. 


Minutes later Sweetlips came out of the bathroom and as she was going to sit 
on the bunk, Blue Hart took out his Beretta and handed it to her. ‘Twelve shots,’ he 
said softly, ‘Fully-automatic. It's on safe.’ 


Sweetlips took the gun and like a professional weighed it in her hands. She 
clicked the safe on and off, with surprising ease, which astonished Blue Hart. 

“When did you learn to handle a gun like that?’ Blue Hart questioned. 

She shrugged her shoulders, ‘I just pick it up.’ 


Blue Hart nodded and didn’t give it second thought. He loathed someone else 
touching his gun and felt naked without it. Sweetlips sat down near the window at the 
end of the bottom bunk. 

‘T'll take this end,’ she whispered. ‘Good field of fire,’ she added. 


She took out an Iphone from her pocket, selected a game, and started to play. 
Blue Hart, on the other hand took off his coat, tie, and laid them on the bunk beside 
him. He leant back against the pillows and propped his feet on the attaché case 
containing the vaccine. Moments later, he felt his eyes wanted to close. He was too 
tired. He let his eyes to close. Could he afford to sleep? 

He noticed a wedge. He jumped off the bunk and Sweetlips watched him kneel 
down and forced the rubber wedge hard under the door. Blue Hart then settled himself 
again after switching off the sidelight by his head. 

The train gave a moan as it changed tracks. 
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There were noises of the train—the soft iron stride, pounding out the miles and 
the quiet creak of the woodwork. Blue Hart lifted his wrist to look at the time. 

Suddenly, from the direction of Sweetlips, there came a sharp click and Blue 
Hart felt a heavy blow on his wrist, causing his arm to swing back against the door. 
He was certain his wrist was broken. He let his arm hang and flexed his fingers. They 
all moved. 

The Iphone was in a thick leather wallet, but now a thin wisp of smoke was 
coming out of the hole at the top of its spine, which took Blue Hart by surprise. The 
saliva dried in his mouth as he had swallowed whatever chemical was oozing out of 
the cell phone. 

Dr Fearmonger, the master of disguised, had cunningly trapped Blue Hart. 
When Sweetlips had gone to use the bathroom, Dr Fearmonger was in there and the 
latter had gagged and tied her up and then entered the room pretending to be her. 
Unsuspected Blue Hart had given Dr Fearmonger his gun. 

There was a shiver of disgust running through Blue Hart. He hated being taken 
for a ride when he thought he had everything under control. 

Dr Fearmonger said loudly and with confidence in his voice, ‘We meet 
again...’ 
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Blue Hart cut in, ‘I thought...’ 

Dr Fearmonger interrupted and finished the sentence, 
dead.’ 

‘No. I thought you were stupid to have come here.’ 

‘Is that so? Actually, I thought it was very clever of me. How do you like my 
new make-up?’ 

‘Awful,’ Blue Hart replied. 

‘But effective, since it fooled you...err...Just for your ears; I know how to use 
this gun. Besides the unusual twelve bullets it contains, an electric battery fires it. I 
must admit the British are great inventors for dreaming these things up. Too bad you 
didn’t notice my unusual cell phone, adapted especially for me by a British engineer 
actually.’ 

‘For God’s sake stop bragging when there were so many lives at stake. Don’t 
you have any respect for humanity?’ 

That was Blue Hart’s first reaction to utter catastrophe. It was the reaction of 
someone in a deep blue sea who clings to a punctured lifeboat. 

‘Sorry, my friend. It’s got to be a habit, part of trying to be social. Like these 
latex mask. My makeup artist said I’d get by undetected, and I did, didn’t I, clever 
man? However, let us get down to business. I expect you’d like to know what this is 
all about. I’m glad to be able to tell you. We’ve got about half an hour before you’ re 
due to reach your destination. It'll give me an extra kick telling the famous British 
Secret Service Agent, what a bloody fool he is. You see, my friend, you’re not as 
good as you think. You’re just an overinflated dummy who have been given an 
impossible job.” The voice was even and flat, the sentences trailing away on a dead 
note. It was as if Dr Fearmonger was fed up by the act of speaking. 

‘Oh yes,’ said Blue Hart. ‘I can’t wait to hear what it’s all about. I can spare 
you half an hour.’ Desperately he wondered: was there any way of putting this man 
off his stride, upsetting his balance. 

‘Don’t fool yourself, my friend.’ The voice was uninterested in Blue Hart, or 
in the threat of Blue Hart. “You only exist as a target. You’re going to die in half an 
hour. Make no mistake about it. I’ve never made a mistake or I wouldn’t still be 
alive.’ 

‘To do what?’ 

‘To be the soul ruler of the world,’ Dr Fearmonger replied. There was a hint of 
life in the voice, a hint of pride. The voice went flat again. ‘You are standing in my 
way, stopping me from getting my biggest prize.’ 


“ 


...you thought I was 


Blue Hart noticed thered glare that flickered in the opaque eyes. A 
coldblooded killer, undoubtedly a sociopath—with delusion of grandeur, a man who 
really enjoyed killing. What a megalomaniac! Hart wondered and tried a long shot. 

‘Does the moon have any effect on you, Dr Fearmonger?’ 

The black lips squirmed. ‘You British Secret Service Agent think you are 
clever, aren’t you? You think I’m mad. Don’t worry. I wouldn’t be where I am if I 
was mad.’ 


The angry scorn in Dr Fearmonger’s voice told Blue Hart that he had touched 
a nerve, but how getting the man out of control helps him. A better way would have 
been to humour and inflate his ego. 

“What have you done to the girl?’ 

‘The girl? Ohhhh, you mean Sweetlips.’ The voice was bored again. ‘Don't 
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worry. She won’t rescue you. She is gagged and tied up. When I have taken care of 
you, well she is quite sexy, so I might take care of her too, you know what I mean?’ 
he winked. 

‘Oh really.’ Blue Hart slowly lifted his aching hand on to his lap, flexing the 
ringers to get the blood moving. 

“Well, let’s hear the story.’ 

‘Careful, my friend. No tricks. Nothing will get you out of this one. If I don’t 
like even the smell of a move, it’ll be your last. Nothing less. A bullet right through 
your head is what you’ll be getting. More precisely, right between your eyes. If you 
move itll come a bit quicker. And don’t forget who I am.’ 

‘I understand,’ said Blue Hart carelessly. ‘You’ve no reason to be frightened. 
You’ve got my gun. Remember? Get on with your story.’ 

All right, my friend, only behave yourself, else P'll teach you how to. Well, 
when you infiltrated my organisation, you committed a big crime. I obviously had the 
wrong information and killed Viktor Germanovich instead of you. Then Jojo betrayed 
me. I'll sort him out soon. Thieving a sample of the vaccine is the ultimate crime for 
which you must pay. I figure forfeiting your life is a fair punishment. You see I have 
the leaders of all the countries at my command, except for that stupid British PM who 
needs to be taken down a peg or two. Follow me?’ 

“What that got to do with me?’ 

‘I want the sample Coronavirus vaccine you took from my lab.’ 

“You are too late. An Italian girl took it off me. She has probably already 
delivered it to her superior.’ 

“You mean that dumb Italian spy? What’s her name now? Oh yes, Maria 
Minetti. Well as we speak they should be fishing her body out of the river 
Thames...oh, before I slit her throat, she told me you took six vials of the vaccine and 
she had one in her possession. If my math is correct you still have five left.’ 


Blue Hart felt his hands wet with perspiration. He wiped them down his 
trousers. 

‘Be careful my friend. You nearly got it then. I told you not to move, 
remember?’ 


Blue Hart crossed his hands and rested them on his lap. “Did you have to kill 
her? She was only trying to save her people from dying from this dreadful 
Coronavirus!’ 

Dr Fearmonger snorted. ‘Of course I didn’t need to, but that’s how I deal with 
thieves and those who think they are smarter than I.’ 

‘Other Agents will come after you.’ 

‘Doesn’t worry me, my friend.’ 


Dr Fearmonger took a quick glance at his wristwatch. ‘In about twenty 
minutes we go into the Clifton tunnel. That’s where I'll dispatch of you, more drama 
for the newspapers. One bullet between your eyes, as we go into the tunnel. The noise 
of the tunnel will help in case you’re a noisy dier. Then one in the back of the neck for 
Sweetlips—with your gun—and out of the window she goes and then to make doubly 
sure one more bullet for you through your heart with your gun. With your fingers 
wrapped round the trigger, of course. Plenty of powder on your shirt. Suicide. That’s 
what it'll look like at first, but the bullets in your heart that would cause more 
mystery! 
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Dr Fearmonger chuckled dully. ‘SIS’s best man, the famous Blue Hart 
committed suicide. What a shambles. Your chief would be ashamed to mention your 
name. The public would loathe you. No more secrets agents from the British.’ 

Dr Fearmonger paused to let it all sink in. With a touch of arrogance he said, 
‘My friend, this is going to be the story of the century!’ 


Yes, thought Blue Hart. Dr Fearmonger was certainly right about that. The 
British papers would run it on their first page. There wasn’t a press in the world that 
wouldn’t do the same. 

‘God, I must get out of this jam! But how?’ Blue Hart whispered to himself. 


Blue Hart reviewed the situation. There would be the roar as the train entering 
into the tunnel and then the bullet...he knew where his attaché case stood on the floor; 
it was not difficult to guess what Dr Fearmonger would do after he had fired. The 
train began to slow down as it approached the tunnel. 

‘Well, prepare yourself my friend,’ Dr Fearmonger gloated, “the end is near.’ 

‘Not without a cigarette,’ Blue Hart complained. 

‘Okay. Go ahead. But if there’s a move I don’t like, you’ Il be dead instantly.’ 


Blue Hart slipped his right hand into his hip pocket, drew out his gold-plated 
cigarette case and opened it. He took out a cigarette and then he took his lighter out of 
his trousers pocket. He lit the cigarette and put the lighter back, leaving the cigarette 
case on his lap. He put his left hand casually over the cigarette case as if to prevent it 
slipping off his lap. He puffed away at his cigarette. If only it had been a trick, for 
example one—magnesium flare, or anything he could throw in Dr Fearmonger’s face! 
If only he was equipped with those fancy gadgets that explodes or spit off tear gas! 

‘Tell me, Dr Fearmonger,’ Blue Hart puffed circular shaped grey-black smoke 
to distract his adversary’s attention. His left finger moved closer to the face of his 
watch. 

‘What are you going to do after we come out of the tunnel? The conductor 
knows you’re mixed up with us. They’ll be after you in a flash.’ 

‘Oh that,’ Dr Fearmonger’s voice was bored again. ‘I thought of that already. I 
plan to jump off the train with your attaché case of course, and one of my men will 
pick me up. Before anyone knew I would be in my hidden city, Aoudaghost...They 
won’t catch up with me...As a matter of fact, I’ve got a follow up meeting with all 
world leaders scheduled at noon tomorrow, in Aoudaghost, discussing means of 
distributing the Corona vaccine.’ 

After a short pause, ‘of course the British PM would have come to his senses 
now that he has had firsthand experience of the capability of the Coronavirus and the 
effect it has had on his people, he would, I hope, have come to his senses and agreed 
to my demand.’ 


The train was almost near the entrance to the tunnel. Blue Hart was tensed. In 
a few minutes, he was going to be shot between the eyes. What a way to die! If he 
was going to die it would be through his own stupidity, lethal stupidity for handing 
over his gun. 

Christ! He had the opportunity to get off the train and had he done so he would 
have dodged this shambles, but determined to stay and fight his way out had sucked 
him along on that dangerous path. That was the damnable part of the whole 
business—the triumph over Dr Fearmonger—the one enemy he had undertaken to 


defeat, and thought he had. 

Did he act like a fool? Can this British agent be a fool? In addition, poor 
Sweetlips caught up in his mess. Oh God, what a mess? If only ... if only his tiny 
grain of a plan might work! 

Ahead, the rumble of the train became a deep boom. A few more seconds, a 
few more yards and in a second, the dark tunnel would switch out the moonlight in 
the carriage and he would be confronting death. 

Rest in Peace, you English bastard, Dr Fearmonger was planning to say as he 
prepared his final intimidating insult. The rumble of the train became a great swift 
clanging roar. His finger was on the trigger. The bullet was ready to home straight 
between Blue Hart’s eyes, and the latter would be no more, he would be confined to 
history. Dr Fearmonger couldn’t wait to read the headline in tomorrow’s paper. 2 
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CHAPTER 1 5 one common enemy, multiple strategies 


5, October, 2020, London 


t had finally come down to two things: Accuracy and Visibility. Blue 

Hart remembered Dr Fearmonger saying he would shoot between the 

eyes. He had taken the gamble that Dr Fearmonger would be true to his 

words and there was no doubt that he was a good shooter. Therefore, 

Blue Hart thought it was time to play a little dirty. 

Just as the train entered the tunnel, the light went out in the carriage. 
Blue Hart touched his watch making himself instantly invisible, and grabbed the 
attaché case lifting it towards his head then moved away from the bunk a split second 
before the shot came. Somehow, when it did come, the bullet crashed into the attaché 
case. 

Blue Hart watched Dr Fearmonger standing up. With Hart’s gun in his right 
hand, Dr Fearmonger searched for Blue Hart, wondering where he could have 
escaped. The latter had no illusions about being able to beat this horrible man in 
unarmed combat. His right hand reached the hard stitching on the edge of the case and 
he pressed. The narrow shaft of a knife popped out. He drew it out without moving his 
arm. In one violent corkscrew of motion, he stabbed Dr Fearmonger and the latter’s 
body twisted towards the floor. The knife flashed. He held the knife as it went in; 
forcing it further and he heard a ghastly wailing cry. The Beretta in Dr Fearmonger’s 
hand clattered to the floor as he gave a convulsive twist and crashed down. 

Blue Hart lay and panted through clenched teeth. The galloping boom of the 
train began to change. It sounded hollower. With a final echoing roar, the 
NBOE xpress sped out into the moonlight and slackened speed. 

Having made himself visible again, Blue Hart lazily reached up and pulled at 
the edge of the blind. He saw warehouses and sidings lights shone brightly, cleanly on 
the rails. Good, powerful lights—the bright lights of Great Britain. The train slid 
quietly to a stop. 

In the silence of the cabin, a small noise came from the floor. Blue Hart 
reproached himself for not having made certain. He quickly bent down and listened 
whilst holding the gun at the ready, just in case. Hart observed movement. He felt the 
jugular vein and there was no pulse. Dr Fearmonger was quite dead he concluded. The 
corpse was going into rigor mottis. 

Blue Hart could hear a faint cry coming from the bathroom. He went to 
investigate. 

‘Oh it’s you,’ Blue Hart said with a grin as he looked at Sweetlips, tied up and 
gagged. With all the excitement, he had forgotten about her. He removed the gag from 
her mouth, and freed her. 


Sweetlips instead of being grateful, she yelled at Blue Hart. ‘You took your 
time,’ she said and without waiting for a response, she came out of the bathroom, 
stepped over the sprawling legs of Dr Fearmonger and turned on the top light. ‘What a 
shambles!’ she remarked. 
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The place looked like a butcher’s shop. 

Referring to Dr Fearmonger, ‘he certainly had a lot of blood in his body!’ 
Sweetlips observed and voiced aloud. 

‘Ten pints, I would say,’ Blue Hart answered amusingly. 

‘Let’s get out of here before the blood spread into the passage!’ said 
Sweetlips. 


Blue Hart stripped the bedclothes off the bottom bunk and set to work. He 
covered the floor with the sheets to soak up the blood. Attaché case in hand they were 
ready to get off the train. 


38 28 2k 


Having finally delivered the sample vaccine to MI6 Lab., Blue Hart went to 
his flat accompanied by Sweetlips. It was a standard flat, issued to all MI6 Agents, 
still quite comfortable with good Empire furniture. The walls were white and the 
curtains and chair covers were of gold velour material. The carpet was wine-red and 
close-fitted. 

He poured himself a double black whisky and drank it half down. He felt 
wonderful. Suddenly the last few days, and particularly last evening, was washed off 
the calendar. He had accomplished his mission. Now it was time to spend some happy 
moments with Sweetlips whose help had been very useful as usual. The latter was 
propped up in his bed looking ravishing as ever. Sweetlips had been delighted to find 
herself again involved with Blue Hart in une affaire noire. Blue Hart looked again at 
the beauty in his bed, checked the time and joined her. 

SIS had spoken to the PM on the scrambler and delivered the good news about 
the Corona vaccine. 

Could he have been too quick in his revelation for just as he was on the phone, 
came a newsflash. “We interrupt this programme,” the newscaster said “to inform 
you that the US president, until that point was sure he was immune from catching the 
Coronavirus, but now has tested positive for COVID-19, which came as a surprise for 
many.” 

The newscaster went on to say, “Having held a cavalier attitude throughout 
the coronavirus pandemic, refusing to wear a face mask for months, floating the idea 
of injecting patients with bleach, and claiming ‘it will disappear’, could this 
unexpected development change everything?” 


Sweetlips and Blue Hart who were also watching the newsflash commented to 
the latter, ‘now that the chickens have come home to roost, just as they did for the 
similarly cavalier British PM and the Brazilian president, science could be denied no 
longer as Covid-19, described as the invisible enemy penetrated the Oval Office.’ 

Suddenly, a huge question mark lingered in Blue Hart’s mind over the 
usefulness and effectiveness of the vaccine he had gone to great length to acquire! 2 
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CHAPTER 1 6 is the game over? 


10 Downing Street, London 


oy his office, standing by the window the British PM was looking out at 
the city of London, the city that never sleeps they say, yet he could not 
believe how incredibly quiet it was. His one consolation was that at least 
his slogan Stay at home, Save lives appeared to be working. With the death toll in the 
UK having surpassed one hundred thousands, he was unhappy for applying tough 
rules on the population, though necessary it was. A bit of good news prompted his 
immediate televised appearance in front of the door of No.10 where just a few people 
wearing masks and maintaining social distance had gathered. 

‘Good afternoon, and welcome to this latest press conference on COVID-19,’ 
the PM said and added, ‘joining me at the podium are the Deputy Responsible 
Medical Officer (DRMO) and Chief Executive (CO) of NHS England...’ 

After a quick glance at his script he continued, ‘/t’s been almost a year since 
humanity has been tormented by COVID-19. Across the world economic output has 
plummeted, a million and a half people have died and all the time we have been 
waiting and hoping for the day when we'll have this power to kick-out this invisible 
enemy from making us ill. We need wait no more, for we now have a vaccine, which 
will soon be distributed across the UK.’ 


The crowd welcomed the news with loud claps, cheering that most welcoming 
news. 

‘We have a programme of mass vaccination beginning from next week. As 
there are so many of us it will take a while before we all get the protection we 
deserve...’ 

After yet another pause, the PM continued. ‘Today I have ended national 
restrictions and opened up significant parts of our economy. However, we all need to 
continue making sacrifices to protect those we love. So please continue to follow the 
rules...Remember: Hands—Face—Space. We are no longer resting on hopes but we 
have a sure way to return near normal if not normal and reclaim our lives. I have 
thanked those who got us to this stage, in particular two persons who for security 
reasons shall remain nameless but continue to work fearlessly undercover...’ 


Blue Hart and Sweetlips were listening to the PM’s address and quietly happy 
that he appreciated their efforts in helping to fight this Coronavirus and stop its track. 
Just as the PM was about to make his closing statement, loud noises and screams 
coming from the crowd suddenly interrupted him. 

“What’s that?’ the PM asked, looking concerned as he stared horrifyingly at a 
vehicle that appeared to be driving rapidly towards him. 

‘A suspected terrorist attack, Prime Minster,’ replied the chief security officer 
as the latter and others rushed to shield the PM and ushered him inside No.10. The 
commotion inside was unbelievable. 
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Blue Hart and Sweetlips watching the TV screen sprung to their feet and 
rushed to the scene. On their way, they could hear siren noises and when they got 
there, they heard loud indistinct conversations amongst emergency services already at 
the scene. They witnessed the police arresting a man on suspicion of terrorism 
offences after the latter had crashed a rented car against the railing in front of 10 
Downing Street. 


Anchor woman Samantha reporting on the event said, ‘the British people 
somberly await the news that their Prime Minister is unhurt...’ 


Later on, whilst looking at a video footage Blue Hart saw how the vehicle the 
man was driving swerved into cyclists and pedestrians injuring several people, as he 
drove his vehicle towards the lectern the PM was standing. 

‘I wonder if MIS5 or counter-terrorism police knew the 29-year-old suspect,’ 
Sweetlips questioned. 

‘So do I,’ replied Blue Hart. 


38 2K 


During the interrogation, the Chinese-looking driver refused to co-operate. 

Talking to the press outside No. 10, the Assistant Commissioner of Scotland 
Yard’s head of counter terrorism, in his attempt to calm down public fears, said, 
‘Given that this appears to be a deliberate act, the method and this being an iconic 
site, we are treating it as a terrorist incident,’ and swiftly added, ‘there is no 
intelligence of further danger to the PM, London or the UK as a whole. However, an 
MIS agent is investigating.’ 


38 28 3k 


Inside an interrogation room, Blue Hart had summoned Dr Ali Ervin, a 
regular columnist for the London Express. The door open, a subdued Ali entered the 
room. 

‘Please take a seat, Dr Ervin,’ Blue Hart pointed to a chair. 

Blue Hart showed him a cutting from the London Express. ‘I need you to 
confirm you wrote this article.’ 

A worried looking Ervin looked at the article. ‘I think you know I did and 
that’s why I am here... but I swear I had nothing to do with what happened at 10 
Downing Street. I only wrote this article to demonstrate how someone could terrorise 
the city of London but I never told anyone to do it.’ 

Blue Hart sighed. ‘Assuming this is true, someone has used your work to plan 
and execute a terror attack causing innocent lives to be lost. As such, I hold you 
personally responsible for what happened, at least indirectly. Since the man in custody 
is not talking, I want you to tell me anything you know about him and why did he 
carry the attack?’ 

‘All I can tell you, although Xie Fang sped up the way he did up to 76 miles 
per hour, mounted the pavement, and hit pedestrians indiscriminately, this was not the 
action of a crazy man.’ 
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‘Xie Fang ... Is that his name?’ 

Dr Ervin nodded. ‘Yes. 29-year-old Xie Fang was born in Huwan on Boxing 
Day 1992. Before the attack, he was in the UK. He had a criminal past but his most 
recent conviction, for possessing a knife, was in October 2003. He has never been 
convicted of a terrorism offence.’ 

‘How come you know so much about him?’ 

‘Nine years ago, we were at university together. After graduation, we lost 
contact, but I kept curious interest in him.’ 

‘Hmmm... Youcan go...but don’t leave the country,’ Blue Hart said. 

Sounding sarcastic, Dr Ervin said, ‘How can I, with COVID-19 restrictions, 
all air and sea ports are closed.’ 

Blue Hart with stern eyes replied, ‘Don’t be a smart arse.’ 


38 ok 2k 


The call from SIS, was expected. 
‘Yes, sir. lam on my way to you...Erh okay... will do.’ 


When he arrived at SIS headquarter, Daisy Redeye was sitting in front of her 
computer. She smiled at Blue Hart. 
‘Go right in, he is waiting... err... with the PM.’ 


As Blue Hart opened the door and set his feet inside, the PM looked at him 
and they greeted each other with a gentle smile. 

‘Getting a sample of the Corona vaccine for us was a great achievement, 

Hart,’ said the PM. 

‘Thank you, sir.’ 

‘I understand you have been interrogating that driver the police apprehended. 
Fill us in what you know.’ 

Blue Hart said cautiously, ‘We got him in custody. He has refused to talk, but 
we know a few things about him from a reliable source. At this point in time, although 
it looks like he acted alone, and should be of no real trouble to us, I need time to 
unravel a few things.’ 

‘Ofno real trouble,’ the PM echoed. ‘Hmmm... Look, I want you to stay on 
the case and dig deep. The country is already in big trouble with the Coronavirus, it 
doesn’t need anymore problems.’ 

‘I understand, sir... Erh...I am glad you are safe, sir...We need to keep it so.’ 

‘Thank you.’ 


As Blue Hart was about to leave, he hesitantly asked, ‘Prime Minister, I have a 
question for you.’ 


‘Fire away, Hart.’ 


‘Does anyone know about your kidnapping and eventual secret meeting with 
Dr Fearmonger?’ 


The PM looked at SIS, as if asking if he should answer the question.’ 
‘Hart,’ SIS yelled, ‘you should know better not to...’ 
The PM quickly cut in, ‘Hart needs to know the truth if he is to do his job...’ 
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then he nodded. 
‘May I know who?’ 


“Well, SIS of course and DC, my personal adviser... as this is classified 
information, they are sworn to secrecy. Should anyone of them divulged this to 
anyone else they would be committing treason, the only crime in the UK still 
punishing by death.’ 

“Your Personal Adviser?’ Blue Hart echoed. ‘This will not be the one you 
recently fired, right?’ 

‘T fired no one! DC resigned... What are you getting at?’ 


Blue Hart pulled out a piece of paper from his pocket and showed it to the PM. 
‘Do you recognise this mobile number?’ 


‘Erh... Yeah... where did you get this number? It is unlisted.’ 


‘I found it on the list of incoming calls of Xie Fang’s mobile which we have 
confiscated...He has an App on his phone, which automatically unscrambled any 
unknown or hidden number.’ 


‘T’ll be damned! There is definitely something fishy here!’ 
‘Well, sir, whose number is it?’ 
‘It belongs to DC.’ 


‘A call was made from it fifteen minutes before the attempt on your life was 
made.’ 


“You are not suggesting that...’ 
‘Of course, someone else could have made the call.’ 
‘My thought exactly,’ said the PM. ‘Then who?’ 


Blue Hart remained silent. 


‘I want you to find out and if DC is somehow involved I want you to come out 
with a plan on how to get him. This is not how I expect anyone who has served me to 
behave.’ ...and looking disgusted, he mumbled, ‘this son of a bitch must be taught a 
lesson.’ 


Blue Hart left the office. 2 
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CHAPTER 1 Sere back 


29, March 2021, new COVID-19 variant identified in UK 


o Sooner, the PM thought his team was finally getting the upper hand on 

the coronavirus, within weeks there were reports about variants of the 

SARS-CoV-2 virus that causes COVID-19 raising concerns as to 
whether the current vaccine in use provided protection against these variants. 
Mrs. Vismita Gupta-Smith from Science 5 had decided to hold a Q and A session on 
TV. 


As the news at ten ended, the screen switched to a commercial. Vismita and 
Dr Soumya Swaminathan sat down and waited for the advert to end. 


From the control booth, a female voice said, ‘Stand by. We’re going to 
record.’ She silently counted off with her index finger. Three ... two ... one ... 


The scene on the screen changed to a spacious studio. The camera’s red light 
came on. 


“Welcome to Science 5,’ Vismita said, looking straight at the camera. ‘This is 
WHO ’s conversations in science. Answering questions today will be WHO’s chief 
scientist, Doctor Soumya Swaminathan...’ then turning to Soumya, ‘Welcome.’ 

‘Nice to be back with you again on Science 5,’ said Soumya. 


There was a loud applause from the studio audience. 


The camera pulled back to a wider angle, revealing Soumya in the studio 
wearing a beautiful sari and looking ever magnificent in her whitish-grey curly short 
hair and dot on the her forehead.. 


Vismita adjusted her position then said, ‘Soumya, we hear reports about 
variants of the SARS-CoV-2 virus that causes COVID-19. Tell us what we know 
about these variants. 

Soumya nodded with a gentle smile, ‘Erhm, from the beginning of the year, 
we’ve been tracking this virus and we know that it’s gone through a lot of changes 
and there’ve been variants before. Now this particular time there have been two 
particular variants that have been reported to WHO. One was identified in the UK and 
one was identified in South Africa. They do have one change in common; we call it 
the N501Y mutation. But otherwise the two are different.’ 

‘How concerned should we be? And is it unusual for viruses to change?’ 

After a deep sigh Soumya added, ‘the reason there’s concern is that both of 
these variants were associated with an increase in the number of cases in both of these 
countries and scientists have now studied this and have found that these variants do 
tend to spread faster, they’re more transmissible or more infectious. So that’s the 
worrying part.’ 

After a brief paused, she scratched the bridge of her nose then continued. 
‘However, so far, they do not seem to cause more severe illness or a higher death rate 


or any sort of different clinical manifestations. They seem to behave pretty much as 
the previous viruses were behaving and cause a pretty similar kind of disease.’ 

The camera zoomed in. 

‘Soumya,’ Vismita pointed out, ‘a number of countries are rolling out vaccines 
as we speak. Do these vaccines protect us from these variants? And is this something 
that is kept in mind when vaccines are being manufactured?’ 

“Yes, this is a very important point that vaccine developers keep in mind,’ 
Soumya confirmed without any hesitation. ‘And as you know, we have some 
vaccines, like measles, which you don't need to change at all. You make the vaccine; 
it works pretty much all the time. But you also have vaccines like against the 
influenza virus, where you have to change the structure of the vaccine every year, 
based on the circulating strains and WHO coordinates this global network that 
actually identifies which strain should be used every year. Now for SARS-CoV-2 
we're still learning, we’re still observing and our knowledge is evolving. But at this 
point in time, most scientists believe that the vaccines that are currently in 
development and a couple that have been approved should provide protection against 
this variant and other variants because these vaccines elicit a fairly broad immune 
response, a host of antibodies and cell-mediated immune responses.’ 


Adjusting her position again and cross her legs she continued. 

‘So a couple of changes or mutations in the virus should not make these 
vaccines ineffective. But right now there are studies going on in labs around the world 
to actually confirm that. And in the small possibility that perhaps these are less 
effective against one or both of these variants, nowadays the way vaccines are 
developed, it will be possible actually to also change the composition of the antigens 
and the vaccines quite quickly.’ 

‘Soumya, in this pandemic the world is in this situation where new evidence 
comes in almost every day and we’re learning new things. But at the same time, we 
have to act in real time to protect ourselves. So tell us how in this new scenario with 
the new variants, how can people protect themselves and what should governments be 
doing?’ 

Soumya sat up, cleared her throat before answering. 

‘So what we know about this variant and previous variants are that the virus is 
still behaving in the same way, it’s spreading in the same way and the more we give 
it a chance to spread and to multiply within humans, the more chances it’s going to 
have to keep changing itself, that’s its natural property,’ said Soumya. ‘Hence we 
really need to go and focus now and attack it and make sure that we’re doing 
everything we can do to reduce transmission. And we know the things that work. We 
know that testing, that identifying those who are infectious, that being able to provide 
them supportive isolation, tracking and contact tracing, and quarantining all the 
contacts, making sure that people continue to comply with the physical distancing, 
with wearing a mask and avoiding crowded places, avoiding closed settings, where 
there are a lot of people, washing hands, respiratory etiquette, staying home if you’re 
sick. All of these things together definitely make a difference in bringing down 
transmission. That’s been shown again and again in country after country. So I think 
at this time we need to double down because we know the same public health and 
social measures will work against these variants, as have worked in the past. 

And right now we’re at a very critical stage in many parts of the world, where we 
really need to be focusing on bringing down the transmission and that in turn will help 
in reducing how much this virus can actually change.’ 
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‘Thank you for being with us, Soumya.’ 
‘Thank you.’ 


Then Vismita looking into the camera, ‘There you have it, WHO’s chief 
scientist, Dr Soumya Swaminathan talking about variants and vaccines. Until next 
time then, Stay safe, Stay healthy and Stick with science.’ 


During the commercial break, Dr Soumya Swaminathan said good-bye and 
left the studio. 


28 2K 


Breaking News 


The news anchor Susie Cunningham stood up with a sheet in her hands and 
revealed that the Prime Minister’s most senior and influential adviser, simply known 
as DC, left Downing Street after a power struggle erupted, involving him, and other 
members of the cabinet. ‘His departure left a void in the heart of government,’ Ms 
Cunningham said. 

After having cleared his desk with no intention of coming back, a video clip 
showed DC walking out of number 10 carrying a box. DC had been at the side of the 
PM for years but now there were suspicion that he might be working against him. 


End of this news report. 
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CHAPTER 1 8 one-way roads to freedom 


Tuesday, 23"4 February 2021 


News conference by the British PM 


tanding in front of the lectern outside 10 Downing Street, the PM 
roving that he was not deterred by the last apparent attempt on his life 
opened his folder, greeted the nation and thanked them for lending him 
their ears. 

After a brief comment on the attempt on his life, he went on to say, ‘Our 
extraordinary NHS staff who have now succeeded in vaccinating more than thirty 
million people across the UK and nearly a year after this pandemic began and our 
parallel national effort has decisively shifted the odds in our favour.’ He added after a 
sigh, ‘We no longer only need to rely on lockdowns and restricting our behaviour and 
putting our lives on hold; but with everyday that goes by, this programme of 
vaccination is creating a shield around the entire population. This means we are now 
travelling on a one-way road to freedom and we can begin safely to restart our lives 
with confidence.’ 


After acknowledging that no vaccine provides hundred percent protections, 
thus there was a need to accept that there would be more hospital admissions, and 
sadly more deaths. Nevertheless, there was a sense among the population that the 
decision to replace the protection offered by lockdown with the protection of the 
vaccine was the correct one. The PM went on to announce a four-step approach to full 
freedom. He concluded by saying, ‘thanks to the rolled out of these vaccinations 
things are changing in our favour and there is light ahead leading us to a Spring and a 
Summer which would be seasons of hope, looking and feeling incomparably better for 
us all and from which we will not go back.’ 


After listening to the PM, Blue Hart was in deep thought. There was 
something at the back of his mind, teasing him. It took him hours to get to sleep. In 
the morning, when he awakened, he suddenly realised what had been bothering 
him. Jf the driver was trying to reach the PM and harm him, despite the heavy 
protection shielding him, he must have known he had no chance of succeeding; so 
what was he trying to prove? 

Blue Hart got up, made a cup of coffee, them sat down reviewing what Dr 
Ervin had said. 

His mobile rang and he noticed it was from Sweetlips. 

‘Hello,’ Blue Hart said. 

‘I’m glad I caught you. I have some hot news for you on that driver, Xie 
Fang?’ 

“You do?’ 


‘Yes, I talked to an informer and also spent all night surfing the net. I found 
out that Xie Fang had been once investigated in relation to concerns about violent 
extremism but he was considered a peripheral figure and not part of the current 
intelligence picture. After his birth, he was registered in the Hubei Province in the 
People's Republic of China, but his name was given as Mohamed Akbar. Akbar was 
the surname of a man with whom his mother had an affair. After converting to Islam, 
Xie Fang used both Fang and Akbar randomly. 

‘Interesting.’ 

‘There is more...’ 

‘Go on’ 

‘Xie Fang (AKA Mohamed Akbar) spent a number of years working in a 
supermarket in Huwan as a sanitary inspector...but gave his occupation as “Vet” 
when hiring the car he used to carry out the attack and wait for it.’ 

‘T am waiting.’ 

‘He is believed to be related to Dr Lin Chew Wong.’ 

“You mean the Wuhan Scientist who developed the COVID-19?’ 

‘Ah ha!’ Sweetlips confirmed with a triumphant grin. 

‘Now we have a possible compelling motive,’ Blue Hart surmised. ‘He was 
gunning for the British PM.’ 

‘As an act of revenge?’ 

“You got it... I may have killed the snake; I have definitely left behind a 
dangerous remnant. But where does DC fit in all this?’ 
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In his hired bedsit, DC was pacing up and down thinking of his next move 
when his living girlfriend, Beth, entered the room. Throughout their relationship, she 
had been an insidious and a complex partner, forever manipulating DC, spurring him 
to commit his first act of betrayal in order for him to regain his place at the heart of 
government, which she believed he deserved. During an argument with DC, 
neighbours had heard her call on the powers of darkness to fill her with cruelty; and 
called on the evil spirits to give her masculine qualities. To remove from her all that 
makes her weak and feminine so that she could be firm of purpose thus keeping her 
partner at the top. 

‘Are you going to tell me what is troubling you, DC?’ 


‘I am concerned that Xie Fang has cracked under interrogation and told MI5 
of my connection with him.’ 


“We can’t leave loose end like this go unchecked,’ Beth said, her tone sounded 
serious. 


‘What do you propose I do?’ 

‘Eliminate... Eliminate,’ she uttered twice with conviction. 
‘What?’ DC couldn't believe his ears. 

‘DC you are a powerful man with influence...’ 


DC sighed. ‘Not anymore,’ he responded. 
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‘I am sure there is someone who could help you fix the problem.’ 

‘Like who?’ 

“The Deputy Prime Minister!’ 

“You think...’ 

“Why not? He has a lot to lose too.’ 

‘No.’ 

‘If he is as ambitious as we know he is, he will act... You were the king-maker 
but look how you have been rewarded.’ 

‘The PM had to let me go, he had no choice.’ 

‘Everyone has a choice... only the brave and the wise make the right choice.’ 

“Which is?’ 

‘Do away with your enemies before they get rid of you...No success without 
bold action, remember?’ 


‘I haven’t forgotten.’ 
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The next day, at the police station, DC met with Xie Fang. 
‘Thanks for coming to see me, DC.’ 
‘How are they treating you?’ 


‘A Secret Service Agent asked me lots of questions but I said nothing...erh... 
You need to get me out of here.’ His voice betrayed his inner anxieties. 


‘PH will.’ 
“You need to do it quickly, because sooner or later they will force me to talk.’ 


Unaware that Blue Hart had made himself invisible and was standing in a 
corner inside the cell listening to Xie Fang expressing regrets. 


“You told me to drive the car towards the PM., to detract the security officers, 
whilst the shooter took care of him.’ 


‘Unfortunately, the shooter froze and did not get a shot, but don’t worry he 
will be taken care of.’ 


‘Is that what you plan to do, take care of me too, now that I have become a 
burden?’ 


‘Don’t be silly. You have to pull yourself together and say nothing, you hear. 
Nothing.’ 

‘I wished they had shot me dead, man.’ 

‘Oh, come on.’ 

‘I wish I’d never taken this assignment.’ 


“You giving a helping hand to kill the PM, was the right thing to do after what 
his secret agent did to your uncle Dr Wong...Look we can’t allow MI5 or MI6 to 
connect us.’ 


“You need to spring me out, man.’ 
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‘Give me 24 hours and you will be back safely in Wuhan.’ 
‘Can I rely on you?’ 


“Yes you can... I did everything I can to make him PM now I’Il do everything 
I can to bring him down. This way we both will get the revenge we seek.’ 


Blue Hart having heard enough, he made himself visible and pointed his gun 
at them. 


‘Freeze,’ Blue Hart said, “You’re both under arrest for attempted murder of the 
PM... put your hands on your head, now.’ 


DC and Fang raised their hands. ‘You’ve got nothing on us,’ yelled DC. 


Blue Hart removed a smart phone from his pocket and played a short 
recording. 


Xie Fang, after listening to it revealed, “This is not the all story.’ 
‘Are you willing to testify... and tell us more?’ 
‘Shut up,’ DC yelled at Xie Fang. 


Before Xie Fang could reply, a deranged DC suddenly pulled out a revolver, 
‘this should shut you up,’ and shot Xie Fang in his forehead. As he turned the gun on 
Blue Hart, the latter, in a flash, fired a bullet at DC sending him to the ground, dead. 
Police officers hearing gunshots rushed to the cell. 
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Breaking News: 


This is a news flash. BBC anchor Sonia Singh announced, ‘Three hours ago, 
an MI6 Secret Agent shot DC, the PM’s ex-personal adviser, in cold blood whilst the 
latter was visiting an acquaintance in an East London Police Station... Confirmed 
report revealed the other man lying dead was no other than Xie Fang, the driver who 
was recently involved in the Downing Street terrorist attack...we’ll bring you more as 
we get it.’ 


End of news flash. 
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That afternoon, at an emergency meeting in 10 Downing Street, the 
PM was furious. Referring to DC he said, ‘I can’t believe that a man who 
masterminded my election win would so insanely turn against me like that. 
Why?’ 

“Could it be, because you fired him, sir,’ Blue Hart questioned. 

‘Who said that,’ he quickly scanned the room and stared at Blue Hart. 
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‘I did not fire him; he chose to leave on his own volition.’ 

Casey interjected, ‘There is a rumour amongst some members of the 
government that DC supported you, and you didn’t when he needed you 
most.’ 

“How could I when there was infighting at a time when we all need to 
be focussing on a common enemy—COVID-19.’ After a pause, ‘How is DC’s 
girlfriend taking the news?’ the PM asked, looking at Sweetlips. 

‘When I broke the news to her, she collapsed and was immediately 
rushed to Saint Bartholomew’s hospital.’ 

‘And?’ asked the PM, eliciting additional information. 

‘She has been discharged home... her mother is attending to her.’ 

‘Prime Minister,’ Blue Hart said with some hesitation, ‘I believe Beth 
knew what DC was up to and may even have encouraged him to fight you.’ 

‘Oh!’ 

‘I think so too, Prime Minister,’ said Sweetlips. ‘When I told her that 
DC was dead, instead of being shocked or asked how it happened, she 
mumbled, ‘that was not how it was meant to be,’ and before blacking out she 
mumbled again, ‘damn that shooter...’ 

The PM looked stunned. He sighed. ‘What shooter?’ 

“We found a gun abandoned in a building facing 10 Downing Street,’ 
Blue Hart intervened. ‘The reckless driver Xie Fang was a distraction. The real 
killer was a shooter who did not complete his job.’ 

‘If she is part of a plot, then this is not the end,’ the PM concluded. 

Casey cut in. “The press will soon be asking questions and jumping to 
the wrong conclusion... I think I should... ’ 

The PM interjected. “You’re right...but what is the right conclusion?’ 
he asked reflectively. He lowered his head and seconds later, he looked up 
and signalled that he knew exactly what to tell the British people. 


28 2K 


Whilst chairing a ministerial meeting later that day, the PM was livid to learn 


that six passengers entered UK from Brazil had tested positive with a new and more 
easily transmissible COVID-19 P)-variant. The one that concerned him most was the 
one passenger who disappeared off the radar because he or she didn’t fill a Locator 
form. He looked sternly and questionably in the direction of the health minister, 
willing him to provide an explanation. 


‘Erh...erh...whichever variant, the vaccine in use works very well, and 


basically spread in the same way....erh...we all know this... if we all follow the rules, 
we should have no worry...’ 


‘Stop waffling,’ the PM interrupted the health minister. “What we all would 


like to know, where is the one that disappeared?’ 


The health minister, looking flushed and sounding unsettled, struggled to 


answer. All eyes were on him. 


‘This person you are referring to,’ the minister stammered, ‘we think they 
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would have had a test kit through the local authority... We are asking through the 
media for anyone who has had a test and not received their result yet and did not fill a 
test card details to come forward or call 999...’ 


The PM shook his head in disbelief wondering if there were incompetent 
people in his team who he needed to weed out. He did not try to hide the fact he was 
not comfortable with a system that relied on passengers to fill in a Form and if they 
didn’t, they were on the loose. He ordered an immediate review. He then turned to 
Blue Hart, ‘could you follow me to my office?’ 

Blue Hart nodded, ‘Yes, sir.’ 2 
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CHAPTER 1 9 a woman scorn 


April 2021, London 


( ye PM looked unsettled. ‘Hart, do tell me there won’t be another attempt 
on my life.’ 
Blue Hart shook his head. ‘I can’t give you that reassurance, sir...but Pll do 
my damn best to thwart any challenge.’ 
‘This Beth...’ 
Blue Hart cut in immediately. ‘Rest assured I am on top of it, sir.’ 
‘T am assured.’ 


As Blue Hart was leaving, his mobile rang. He pulled the cell phone out of his 
pocket and looked at the display. It was an unknown caller. Who might that be? He 
wondered. 

‘Blue Hart,’ Hart said as he held the receiver to his ear and walked cautiously 
to the window, looking out at a building facing him, to see if he could spot anyone. 
He turned to the PM, ‘it’s a woman,’ he mimed. 

‘Is it Beth?’ the PM mimed back. 

He raised his shoulders. ‘She wants to talk to you,’ Hart signalled and handed 
the phone over. 

“You made a big mistake firing DC,’ the voice said sounding threatening, ‘and 
that secret agent who killed him will get his in due course. Now you both must pay.’ 

‘Beth, listen.’ 

‘Who? Erh I’m not Beth.’ 

After a short pause, “Whoever you are, you got the all thing wrong,’ the PM 
said, unaware that he was in line of fire. 


Blue Hart was alarmed when he spotted a red laser dot shinning on the PM’s 
chest. He rushed towards him and shouted ‘get down,’ as he dragged the PM to the 
floor and shielded him. 

“What’s up?’ the PM asked in a whispering voice. 

‘There is a shooter out there aiming a gun at you.’ 

‘I was wondering what that red dot on shirt was,’ the PM confessed and 
boasted, ‘the window pane is bullet proof.’ Just as he uttered those words, there was a 
loud shattering noise. A bullet went through the pane and hit the bronze bust of 
Churchill causing it to fall off its stand. 

‘So much for tempered glass,’ the PM mumbled. 


Blue Hart hurriedly ushered a shocked PM out of the room to an adjoining 
one. 

‘Not that fail-safe it would appear Prime Minister,’ the voice on the other end 
of the phone mocked. ‘I know about your meeting with Dr Fearmonger. I want you to 


go on TV and tell the British public about it. Tell them how you brought this 
COVID-19 to the English soil... You have exactly one hour.’ 


After issuing that ultimatum, the phone went dead. 


38 3 2k 


Being out of immediate danger, the PM was able to breathe a sigh of relief but 
he had a decision to make and only an hour to do so. 

‘I think it was Beth on the phone, because she is the only one who could know 
about my meeting with Dr Fearmonger. DC must have told her about it,’ said the PM. 

“You mean pillow-talk?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘According to my Locator App she is in a building in K. Quinn Street.’ 

“This is the street running parallel to Downing Street,’ the PM confirmed.’ 


Blue Hart, left in a hurry and fifteen minutes later was coming out of a lift on 
the twenty-fifth floor of Tower building, holding his gun ready to shoot whilst he 
cautiously approached apartment no F25R13. 

Seconds later, unaware the door was booby-trapped he kicked it opened. Like 
lightning, a bullet hit him in the chest sending him crashing to the floor in agony. 
With a grimace on his face, he closed his eyes. Down the corridor, a woman, hearing 
a gun shot, had come out of her room and caught sight of Blue Hart lying on the floor. 
At that very time, a person wearing balaclava was running away in the opposite 
direction. She yelled hysterically, causing more people to come out of their apartment. 
Someone dialled 999, and soon after, in the distance, there were sounds of sirens. 


28 2K 


Inside 10 Downing Street, the British PM was livid. Aids had rallied around 
him. ‘I know the country is in lockdown,’ he shouted at the head of SIS, ‘I put it there, 
for god sake...Since I can’t go to hospital will someone tell me Blue Hart’s 
condition.’ 

‘I have just been in contact with Guy’s hospital,’ Casey reported. 

*...and?’ an anxious PM asked. 

‘According to the attending physician at the hospital, Blue Hart took a bullet 
in his chest; lucky for him, his protective vest prevented it from penetrating his heart 
but unfortunately sustained a concussion as his head hit the floor. Doctors are keeping 
him in for observation.’ 

‘He is in good hand, Prime Minister,’ said SIS. 

‘He went after a suspected terrorist alone,’ the PM revealed feeling somewhat 
guilty. 

‘He is a dedicated solo agent and is not a stranger to the danger his job 
involves,’ SIS pointed out. 

‘I was reassured he was stable,’ Casey intercepted. 

‘Iam convinced Beth is the terrorist and we shouldn’t lose sight of her,’ said 
the PM. 

“We have an LS-E525 4K Double HD Camera Mini Foldable RC Quadcopter 
Drone Remote Control black Aircraft surveying the surrounding area,’ SIS said. 

‘Prime Minister, we have an update,’ said Don Shooter, head of security. ‘The 
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person seen running out of the Tower building wearing a balaclava was a man... he is 
a Chinese national...’ 

‘A man,’ the PM echoed. ‘Is he in custody?’ 

“Yes, in the morgue,’ Don said with a slight grin. ‘A police officer got him in 
self defence.’ 

The PM frowned. ‘This means Beth is still out there,’ he concluded, ‘and she 
has vowed revenge.’ 

“Well she will have difficulty carrying her threat, sir,’ said Casey glancing at a 
text message on her Iphone. ‘There is an unconfirmed report Beth has committed 
suicide...It is being checked out... Meanwhile I don’t think you should go on TV just 
yet’ 

‘I concur,’ said SIS. 


The PM disagreed and insisted that, with only fifteen minutes left and no 
certainty that Beth was dead, the necessary preparation should continue. 
“We can always abort at the last minute,’ he said 


Casey nodded reluctantly. 
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Thirty minutes later 


‘Good evening everybody,’ the PM started his televised address with millions 
of people glued in front of their TV set, listening with abated breath. 

‘... would like to begin by thanking you all for lending me your ears. As you 
all know, currently our country is under attack by the invisible enemy Covid19, and I 
can’t think of a worse occasion to trouble you with fringed issues, but as you have a 
right to know there is one issue I would rather you hear it from me now before you 
read it in the newspapers.’ 

After a pause and a deep sigh, ‘When you elected me as your prime minister, I 
took an oath and swore to do everything in my power to keep you all safe, but 
circumstance beyond my control forced me into a situation where COVID-19 infected 
me before anyone of you had even heard of it...’ 

The listeners anticipating that they were about to be told something shocking 
became more attentive. 

T believe I...’ 


Before the PM could add another word, Casey rushed to him, whispered 
something in his right ear causing the former to move away immediately from the 
microphone, and left the studio leaving his Director of communications to terminate 
his address. 

Casey stepped in. ‘On behalf of the PM, I apologise for his abrupt exit to 
attend to a national emergency,’ she said, and a red still light on the camera came on 
indicating it had stopped rolling. 


As viewers at home saw scrolling lines appearing on their TV screen they 
reacted by frantically fiddling with their TV aerial. When they saw a Test Card 
appeared, they switched to the news channel and caught the news anchor saying: 
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“...we interrupt our transmission to bring you urgent news... Fifteen minutes 
ago, the EU has voted to block millions of vaccine vials destined for Britain. The 
Prime Minister has called his cabinet ministers and heads of national security to an 
urgent meeting at 10 Downing Street to discuss an appropriate response. Unless this 
situation is resolved quickly, it is likely to throw our current programme of 
vaccination off course...’ 


That was the end of the news flash. 
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Casey and SIS were in the corridor at number 10 on their way to an urgent 
meeting called by the PM. 

SIS asked Casey, ‘Have you told the PM that Beth is alive?’ 

‘Not yet.’ 

‘What are you waiting for? You are going to tell him, right?’ 

Casey frowned. ‘Of course I will, but now is not the right time...He needs to 
concentrate on solving the situation with the EU and not be distracted by anything 
else... 

Not be distracted by anything else, SIS echoed Casey’s words and added, ‘Not 
knowing there is an insane woman like Beth loose attempting to kill him is a 
distraction...’ 

‘If that woman is as insane as you claim, perhaps we should get her locked up 
in a mental hospital...that way she would be contained.’ 

‘Don’t worry, Blue Hart is already seeing to it.’ 

‘Blue Hart... I thought he was under observation in hospital?’ 

‘Not anymore. He is as good as new.’ 

Casey looked at SIS. ‘When were you going to tell me about that?’ She 
enquired angrily. 

‘Now,’ SIS replied with a grimace on his face. 
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As they opened the door to the meeting room, they saw the PM seated around 
a huge table with all his cabinet members, including the heads of the three branches of 
defence: the navy, the army and the air force. He was saying, ‘...I have just been 
informed that the EU is threatening to block vaccine exports to the UK.’ 


The statement raised angry feelings in the room. 

“Whatever for,’ a minister yelled. 

‘The EU made a complete mess of vaccine procurement and now they are 
panicking,’ yelled another. 

‘They dragged their feet and condemned us British for being too precipitous, 
now they have a cheek of complaining about fairness and reciprocity,’ the PM 
reproached. 

‘Thank God we got Brexit done,’ uttered a Brexiteer, ‘and we are showing 
them with our successful roll out programme of the vaccine that we can do well, if not 
better, without them.’ 
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The PM nodded. ‘It is clear, this is what is peeving them off, I am sure, hence 
the threat of blockage...so the question is what we are going to do about it?’ 

‘Well,’ the Navy chief intervened, “since we provide the necessary ingredients 
for making the vaccine, we can threaten to retaliate by cutting off supplies.’ 

The PM cut in. ‘Hold on, this is a consideration for another occasion. Let’s not 
be too hasty in our approach. Right now, we have a pandemic in our hands and need 
to play it cool. We don’t want a tit-for-tat response, at least not just yet.’ 

‘T agree,’ said the Minister for foreign affairs. ‘We have to work together, 
otherwise both sides will suffer.’ 

‘Hmmm...,’ several cabinet ministers murmured. 

‘The EU Commissions is looking for fairness and reciprocity,’ the PM 
reminded those present. ‘I think I'll send Lord Sinclair to have a hard discussion 
with the President of the Commissions, before waving the fist.’ 

‘That’s a sensible approach, even though the head of the commissions in her 
wisdom is acting like a hot head,’ the Foreign Minister remarked. 

‘Do I take it then there is no objection to this initial approach? If so, say aye.’ 


All but three ministers said aye. Among those who said no were the Health 
secretary, the Home Secretary and the deputy PM. The PM looked in the direction of 
his deputy inviting him to express his thought. 

“We are forever sucking up to the EU,’ his deputy said. ‘Some people would 
think we need them more than they do us. I say to hell with this softly, softly 
approach.’ 


The PM then invited the Home secretary to say her piece and she didn’t mince 
her words either and was in a fighting mood. 

‘We need to stop pandering to the EU. We may be a little island, as they 
describe us, but we are not stupid. They think flexing their muscles will intimidate us. 
It’s time we show them the size of our muscles.’ 


It was the turn of the Health Minister to state his objection and he said, 
‘Asking the EU to produce the vaccine for us was a mistake and I am glad we are able 
to produce our own. So why are we letting the EU derail our programme of 
vaccination? That’s what I want to know. The EU hates seeing us British prosper 
outside the union and fears other countries would follow our exit. They are finally 
showing their true colours. All we need to do is to boost production by increasing the 
number of plants we have.’ 

The PM sighed. ‘I hear your thoughts and share your feelings, but let’s use our 
head instead of our heart in dealing with the problem in front of us. We must not let 
ourselves be seen as the “bad guys” by onlookers around the world. Let’s the leaders 
of the EU27 turn on the President of the Commissions, and they will, soon.’ 

‘Not soon enough for me,’ shouted an angry deputy PM. ‘I’ll go along with 
the PM’s decision for now.’ 

The PM looked at the other two objectors and took their nods that he has a 
unanimous green light to proceed with his plan. 
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The flight to Brussels International Airport from Heathrow on BA2062 took 
one hour and ten minutes. Lord Sinclair landed safely. He couldn’t help noticing that 
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most of the passengers were dressed in warm clothing. A chauffeur-driven limo was 
waiting to take him to the bloc’s headquarters where the European Commission 
President welcomed the British envoy, and gently prompted him to put his facemask 
back on after a photo call. 

The two had high hope of resolving the issue of a ban on vaccine that had 
caused concerns. 

‘President,’ Lord Sinclair said, “you spoke eloquently against the efficacy and 
safety of the vaccine, yet you complain about reciprocity and plan to block its 
exportation to UK. Why...why denied the UK something you appear not to want? Is 
it because UK is ahead with her vaccination programme? You just don’t want UK 
doing well, do you?’ 

The EU President cleared her throat. ‘So many questions rolled into one. 
Concerning your second and third questions, my answer is not at all. As to the 
question of why, it is true that we have our reservation about the vaccine but we’ ll 
also do what it takes to protect our interest.’ 

“...even if it means stepping on the interest of others? We pre-ordered the 
vaccine three months before you...it’s not our fault if you were late off the mark and 
now have to wait your turn.’ 

‘Don’t rub it in... Is it wrong for us to take corrective action?’ 


The discussion continued and though they continued to exchange hard words, 
the outcome was positive. 
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Later on that evening, the BBC reported: 


‘...the prospect of a clash between the UK and EU on vaccine export appears 
to have eased and the threat of a ban has been withdrawn but following discussion the 
union has decided to back tougher control on export of jabs made in the EU to third 
countries in an effort to increase fairness and reciprocity. #& 
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CHAPTER 2 (0 A new beginning 


21, June 2021, UK 


t exactly twelve o’clock in the cold of the night the sky was lit with 

incandescent stars that shimmered and flickered like a torch light. A carnival 

of colourful display of lights and arrays of shooting stars had instantly 
viauxeteu the city of London. There was raucous laughter and excited giggling among 
observers holding a can of beer in one hand and hugging wanting pressing girls in 
promiscuous clothes with the other. It was clear that days and even months of hard 
work had gone into making that momentary happiness. Not even the soft snow that 
had turned the already frozen streets to depressing sludge and the icy wind that herded 
the New Year shoppers toward the comfort of their apartments and homes after 
cashing in on the January Sales could ignore the sizzling sound of fireworks and 
flying sparks. 

London was truly up and running and residents have taken to the streets to get 
amongst the drinking and socialising as they celebrated their first night of freedom 
after months of lockdown. Despite some snowfall, it didn’t stop people from getting 
outside to dine, see friends and bid farewell to lockdown. 

Suddenly a burst of flame and a rocket the size of a man’s head catapulted 
towards the sky, wavering in its course and seemingly halting at the pinnacle of its 
reach. Boom! 

On Parliament Avenue, a tired but triumphant British Prime Minister on his 
bike cycled along with the rushing New Year crowd to a rhythm of his own. He was 
peddling slowly to avoid hitting careless pedestrians randomly crossing the street 
trying to escape the cold whilst admiring the firework display. 

With his head lifted, a passerby who immediately recognised the PM raised 
his hand in salute. The latter had finally defeated COVID-19, the invisible enemy that 
had caused so much havoc and brought his country and indeed the world almost to 
their knees. 

After months of perdition, he was on his way to a packed House of 
Commons where he was going to make a revelation and a simple, but truthful 
statement. There wasn’t the slightest portent of the dramatic chain of events that was 
about to occur. He was determined the past was going to bury its dead and the future 
was once again going to be bright and golden. 

It was one of those rare serendipitous days, when nothing could possibly go 
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wrong and for nothing to dare go wrong! He had no interest in astrology, but that 
morning during breakfast, he had leafed through the Cosmopolitan, and a horoscope 
in an astrology column by Jessica Adams caught his eye. It read: 

FOR GEMINI (MAY 21st TO JUNE 21s‘). DON’T BE FOOLED BY THE 
NEW MOON THAT PRESENTLY ILLUMINATES YOUR LIFE. THOUGH YOU 
ARE IN YOUR LUNAR CYCLE HIGH AND TODAY SHOULD BE A RED- 
LETTER DAY, YOU MUST BEWARE OF THE IDES OF MARCH. 


The Ides of March was of course the 74th day in the Roman calendar, 
corresponding to 15 March. It was marked by several religious observances and was 
notable for the Romans as a deadline for settling debts. 

It was the 15" all right but it was January, the PM thought wryly. Today was 
going to be like every other day, he persuaded himself. Astrology was nonsense, mind 
candy for fools, he had concluded. 

All he was going to do was to tell the truth and he couldn’t help thinking 
how the members of parliament, both on his side and on the opposition, would react 
when he tells them of his meeting with Dr Fearmonger and his reason for tendering 
his resignation. It’s unthinkable that the Commons would take up arms for him being 
so candid and acting honourably! 

As he reached the huge Iron Gate guarding the entrance to the house of 
parliament, he glanced briefly at a pair of the ever-famous Beefeaters standing proud 
inside their lodge. He smiled at the thought of how the Yeomen Warders of Her 
Majesty’s Royal Palace, Fortress of the Tower of London, and Members of the 
Sovereign’s Body Guard of the Yeoman Guard Extraordinary, had become a public 
attraction in their own right all due to their colourful uniforms and unique traditions. 

A few feet away, inside the entrance of The Palace of Westminster serving 
as the meeting place for both the House of Commons and the House of Lords, the two 
houses of the Parliament of the United Kingdom, a police officer greeted him and he 
stopped to wish him a happy new year. The officer extended his hands and took the 
PM’s bike away to a parking bay. At that instant, someone clapped the PM on the 
back, a sudden, stinging blow that rocked his whole body. It was Beth in disguise 
acting like an over excited drunk, appeared from nowhere pretending to be friendly. 

‘Steady on, old chap,’ said the PM, in a firm voice before he had even seen 
who it was. 


Beth, who had never known her own strength and had a devilish habit of 
hurting people in her own way, was definitely determined to finish her campaign of 
avenging DC’s death. The PM started to turn his head to see who had hit him, and to 
his horror, his knees began to buckle. In the window of his mind, he could see his 
body hit the ground. There was a dull pain in his back and it began to spread. He was 
having difficulty breathing. He saw stars moving past his face as though animated 
with a life of their own. His cheek began to feel numb from the freezing paved 
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ground. As he lay there in his daze, he watched a serpentine line of melting snow 
running towards him. The pain had worsened. Was that the end? He asked himself. He 
closed his eyes to rest them from the blinding whiteness of the sky. The snow began 
to turn to icy sleet, but he no longer felt anything. 

Later on, as the PM’s body rested inanimate in a hospital bed, the examining 
physician reported evidence of an ultra-fine white powder on the back of his neck. 
Subsequent test had revealed the powder was in fact the deadly nerve agent Novichok, 
which precipitated a heart attack. 

As the country mourned the death of a leader, messages of condolences from 
other world leaders poured in. What COVID-19 had failed to claim, the long arm of 
Dr Fearmonger from beyond his grave was able to reach out and strike so deadly 
reminding us all how vulnerable we are. 

Those who lost love ones may never be able to forgive Dr Fearmonger for 
his evil doings to humanity and look at him with utter contempt, or they may even 
pity him, but we will always remember COVID-19, the invisible enemy that came in 
our midst unwelcomed. 


Without anyone of us even having a say, 

A lab in Wuhan, China, from whence COVID-19 came, 
Brought us lockdown and took our belove’ ones away. 
It was clear, causing havoc in our lives, was its aim. 


Not choosy in its attack, Dr Fearmonger? 

Neither race nor our colour was ever its concerned, 
Nor young or old, rich or poor, you bloody donger! 
Indiscriminately, some of us to dust returned! 


For those of us, forced to live with its existence, 

May we go on escapin’ its icy hand and thankful be! 

Wash our hands clean, wear our mask, and keep our distance, 
We’ve been told, for that’s the only way safe we’ll all be! 


Just so you know, henceforth, indoors is where I'll be. 

Should you come to visit me, forget the hug or handshake! 
Remember; keep two metres between you and me. 

And when you leave, do sanitize both your hands for your sake. 2 


---TheEnd --- 
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Author’s Note 


This is a work of fiction, but the two labs near Wuhan wet market that work 
with bats are real. The gory nature of these crowded markets packed with people and 
wild animals slated for slaughter are real too. The Chinese government and one of the 
labs have, strenuously denied the theory that Coronavirus19 started there by accident. 
However, one expert, a chemical biology professor and bio weapons expert at Rutgers 
University, has suggested to several media outlets that the lab-accident theory has 
credence. 


‘The possibility that the virus entered humans through a laboratory accident 
cannot and should not be dismissed,’ Dr. Richard Ebright told CNN in an email 
Sunday. 
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Here is a timeline of what actually happened. 


December 2019 


3rd 


January 2020 


5th 


Tih 


41th 


“jess 


16th 


17% 


20th 


China alerted the WHO to several cases of unusual pneumonia in Wuhan, a city of 11 million 
people. The virus was unknown. 

Several of those infected worked at the citys Huanan Seafood Wholesale Market, which 
was shut down on January 1. As health experts worked to identify the virus amid growing 
alarm, the number of infections exceeded 40. 


Chinese officials ruled out the possibility that this was a recurrence of the severe acute 
respiratory syndrome (SARS) virus — an illness that originated in China and killed more than 
770 people worldwide in 2002-2003. 


Officials announced they had identified a new virus, according to the WHO. The novel virus 
was named 2019-nCoV and was identified as belonging to the coronavirus family, which 
includes SARS and the common cold. 


China announced its first death from the virus, a 61-year-old man who had purchased goods 
from the seafood market. Treatment did not improve his symptoms after he was admitted to 
hospital and he died of heart failure on the evening of January 9. 


WHO reports a case in Thailand, the first time the Coronavirus was detected outside China. 
Japan confirms its first case of infection with new Coronavirus 

A second death was reported in Wuhan, and health authorities in the US announced that 
three airports would start screening passengers arriving from the city. Authorities in the US, 
Nepal, France, Australia, Malaysia, Singapore, South Korea, Vietnam and Taiwan confirmed 
cases over the following days. 


China reported a third death and more than 200 infections, with cases also reported outside 
Hubei province including in Beijing, Shanghai and Shenzhen. 


21st 


22nd 


23'4 


24th 


25th 


Bye 


30th 


USA announces its first case confirmed Coronavirus case in a man in his thirties in 
Washington State. 


-The death toll in China jumps to 17, with more than 550 infection 
-North Korea closes its border to all foreign tourists. 
-Many airports began to step up checks on flights from Wuhan. 


-The cities of Wuhan, Xiantao and Chibi in Hubei province were placed under quarantine. All 
flights and trains departures were suspended; buses, subways and ferries within the cities 
were also suspended. By the end of the week, more areas were placed under lockdown 
affecting a total of 56 million people. 

-The World Health Organisation says the outbreak does not yet constitute a public 
emergency of international concern and there is “no evidence” of human-to-human 
transmission outside China. 


France confirms its first two cases of Coronavirus 


-Canada confirms its first case after a man travelling from Wuhan, China tested positive for 
the Coronavirus. 
-Australia and Malaysia declared their first confirmed cases of the new Coronavirus. 


Germany confirms its first case of the new Coronavirus. 


The WHO declares the outbreak a global public health emergency, as the death toll in China 
jumped to 170, with 7,711 cases reported in the country, where the virus had spread to all 
31 provinces. More than 9000 cases were reported worldwide, including its 18 countries 
beyond China. According to a reporter, the main reason for this declaration, was not 
because of what was happening in China but because of what was happening in other 
countries. 
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February 2020 
4st 


Aboard the Diamond Princess Cruise ship, passengers had been enjoying their journey until 
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Qnd 


3rd 


4th 


6th 


7th 


gth 


Qth 


10th 


they got their first piece of bad news on 4tn February. 


The first Coronavirus death reported outside china in a 44-year-old Wuhan, the capital of 
Hubei province where the new coronavirus was detected in late 2019, died in the 
Philippines. 


China reports 57 new deaths bringing the death toll in china to at least 361. the number of 
cases rises to 17,205 across the country. 


Ten people on board the Diamond Princess Cruise ship had tested positive for the 
Coronavirus. It was the beginning of nearly month-long ordeal of quarantine orders, and 
disease response, which has been widely criticised as a failure. According to Japan’s 
Ministry of Health 705 people from the ship had contracted the virus, as well as one 
quarantine officer who worked on the ship. The US centres for Disease Control and 
Prevention (CDC) also reported that 44 passengers flown back to the US had tested 
positive. Six people who were on the ship had died. Poor hygiene on the ship helped the 
virus to spread. A man who had been on the ship had rested positive for the Coronavirus six 
days after leaving the ship. The ship docked in the port in Yokohama, Japan, three days 
later. The diamond princess cruise ship is quarantined off the coast of japan with about 
3,700 people, including passengers and crew on board. 


Authorities in Malaysia reported the country’s first known human-to-human transmission 
while the number of people infected in Europe reached 30. 


Li Wenliang is a Chinese doctor who issued a warning about the spread of a new SAR-like 
virus before it was officially recognised. He died from the new Coronavirus in Wuhan and 
Hong Kong introduced prison sentences for anyone breaching quarantine rules. Dr Li 
became a hero in China and his death sparked a wave of public mourning. 


The first US citizen dies from the virus in Wuhan. 


The death toll in China surpassed that of the 2002-03 SARS epidemic, with 811 deaths 
recorded and 37,198 infections. An investigative team led by experts from the WHO 
departed for China. 


As of that date China had 908 confirmed deaths and 40,171 infections, prompting President 
Xi Jinping to appear in public for the first time since the outbreak began, visiting a hospital in 
the capital, Beijing, and urging confidence in the battle against the virus. 


Five days later, a February 3 speech by Chinese President Xi Jinping, published by state media, indicated 


the government knew about the threat of the virus well before the public alarm was raised. 


44th 


13th 


14th 


41 6th 


1 gth 


The WHO announces the disease caused by the new Coronavirus will be known by the 
official name of COVID-19. it stands for the Coronavirus disease that was discovered In 
2019. The new coronavirus itself was dubbed SARS-CoV-2. 


Japan confirmed its first death linked to the virus. 


-Egypt became the first country in Africa to report a case and France reported Europe’s first 
death from the virus. 

-Egypt confirms its first COVID-19 case, becoming the first country in Africa to be affected by 
the outbreak. 

-The first COVID-19 death is recorded outside asia. The patient is an 80 year old Chinese 
tourist who died in France. 


Taiwan reported its first death. 


Iran reports two COVID-19 cases. Hours later officials confirmed that both patients have 
died. 


Meanwhile, China said the death toll had risen to 2,118 while the total number of cases reached 74,576. 


The country’s health commission reported daily infections dropped to the lowest in almost a month, a result of 
authorities only counting cases confirmed by genetic testing in Hubei. 


21st 


24th 


-lsrael reported its first confirmed case after a woman who returned from a cruise ship tested 
positive. 

-In Italy, officials confirmed a third death on February 23, while local authorities brought the 
Venice Carnival to an early close and suspended sports events. 


-During this week it marked the confirmation of first cases in countries across the world, 
including Kuwait, Bahrain, Iraq, Oman, Qatar, Norway, Romania, Greece, Georgia, Pakistan, 
Afghanistan, North Macedonia, Brazil, Estonia, Denmark, Northern Ireland and the 
Netherlands, Lithuania and Wales. 

-ltaly becomes the worst hit country in Europe as cases spike. 

-The US stock market plummets over Coronavirus fears after the DOW Jones _ industrial 


25th 


27th 


29th 


March 2020 
5th 


6th 


7th 


gth 


gth 


10th 


44th 


42th 


15th 


16th 


47th 
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average experienced its worst day in two years. 
-A woman minister appears ill at a news conference before being diagnosed with COVID-19. 


lran’s Deputy Health Minister Iraj Harirchi, who, a day earlier, had given a press briefing on 
the outbreak, confirmed he had coronavirus. The country’s official total reached 95 cases 
with 15 deaths. 


As the number of infections passed 82,000 worldwide, including more than 2,800 deaths, the 
US was considering invoking the Defence Production Act which would grant President 
Donald Trump the power to expand industrial production of key materials or products for 
national security. 


The US announces additional travel restrictions involving iran and increased warnings about 
travel to Italy and south Korea. 


Saudi Arabia announced its first coronavirus case. 


Trump sign an $8.3 billion emergency spending package to combat the outbreak as the 
number of global cases hit 100,000. 


-China’s Health Commission reported 99 new cases, down from 143 cases the day before, 
with a total of 80,651 cases nationwide. Official data showed the country’s exports plunging 
17.2 percent in the first two months of the year after the outbreak brought much of the 
country to a halt. 


-In Iran, one of the worst hit countries, with 4,747 reported cases and 424 deaths, recently 
elected MP Fatemeh Rahbar dies from the COVID-19 virus. 


Saudi authorities locked down the eastern Qatif region and announced the suspension of 
all schools and universities across the country until further notice. In a sweeping move, Italy 
imposed a strict quarantine in the state of Lombardy and 14 other areas in the north, 
affecting a total of 16 million people. 


-All of Italy and its 60 million residents are placed under lockdown. 


-Canada announces its first COVID-19 related death. The elderly man lived at North 
Vancouver nursing home. 

-lran released said some 70,000 prisoners had been released because of the coronavirus 
outbreak in the country, without specifying if or when those freed would need to return to jail. 


Lebanon and Morocco both reported first deaths from virus whilst Democratic Republic of 
the Congo, Panama and Mongolia confirm first case of COVID-19 virus. 


In a long-anticipated move, the WHO declared the coronavirus outbreak a pandemic, as 118 
thousands cases in 114 countries, 4291 people died. while Turkey, Ivory Coast, Honduras, 
Bolivia, the Democratic Republic of the Congo, Panama and Mongolia confirmed their first 
cases. In Qatar, infections jumped drastically from 24 to 262 in a single day. 


-Sophie Gregoive Trudeau, wife of P.M. Justine Trudeau, tests positive for COVID-19 virus. 
-As a precautionary measure, Trudeau says he will be in isolation for a planned period of 14 
days. 

-Tom Hanks and his wife Rita Wilson test positive for COVID-19 virus in Australia. 

-The NEA announces it will suspend games until further notice as it deals with the COVID-19 
pandemic. 

-The NHL also suspends its season. 


Kazakhstan, the Philippines and Austria tightened restrictions in a bid to contain the 
pandemic. 


-Non-Canadian denied entry in Canada. 

-Canada closes its borders to most foreign travellers and imposes tougher screening 
measures for visitors as the number of cases in the country increases to approximately 320. 
-New York City mayor Bill De Blasio orders the City’s bars, theatres, and cinemas to close 
down as the number of cases keeps rising in the USA. 

-Egypt suspends all flights from its airports to control new COVID-19 virus. 

-French president Emmanuel Macron orders stringent restrictions on people’s movements 
and says the army would be drafted to help move the sick to hospital. 

-Germany closes its border with France. 

-US researchers give the first shots of an experimental COVID-19 vaccine, leading a 
worldwide hunt for protection as the pandemic surges. 


Thousands of stores, cinemas, restaurants, and bars across New York city, Chicago, Los 
Angeles and San Francisco ordered to shut down. 
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18" -Australian Prime Minister Scott Morrison declared, for the first time ever, a “human 


biosecurity emergency” in the country. On the other side of the Pacific ocean, Chile and 
Guatemala shut down their borders hoping strict measures would curb the spread of the 


virus. But in rare positive news, no new domestic cases were reported in China for the first 
time since the start of the outbreak. 

-Canada and US, temporarily close the border to non-essential traffic. 

-The UK govt shuts down schools. 


19th -China reports zero new cases local COVID-19 cases for the first time since the outbreak 
began. 
-The UK faces a shortage of medical equiPMent which could lead to a higher COVID-19 
related cases. 
-Australia and New Zealand close the countries borders to stop the spread of COVID-19. 
-ltaly surpasses China in number of new COVID-19 related deaths. 


20th -California issues state-wide stay-at-home order, urging residents to only leave home when 
necessary. 
-Coronavirus-related deaths surged past 10,000 globally. More cases were reported in 
Turkey and Pakistan, while Iran registered a total of 14,991 infections and 853 deaths. 


21st As Europe remained the epicentre of the pandemic, with Italy reporting 4,825 fatalities amid 
53,578 cases, the EU took the unprecedented step to suspend rules on public deficits, giving 
countries free rein to inject spending into the economy as needed. 


22nd Palestinian officials in the besieged Gaza Strip announced the first two coronavirus cases. 


25th In the US, the White House and Senate leaders of both parties struck an agreement on a 
sweeping $2 trillion measure to aid workers, businesses and a healthcare system strained 
by pandemic. By the end of the week, the US accounted for the highest number of 
coronavirus infections in the world, recording more than 124,000 cases and 2,000 deaths, 
more than double the figure two days before. 


Meanwhile, as the number of cases worldwide surpassed 600,000, with more than 27,000 deaths on 


March 27, India and South Africa joined the countries to impose lockdowns. Kenya, Kazakhstan and Honduras 
reported their first deaths, while Johnson announced he had tested positive. 


291 In Europe, Spain recorded 838 new coronavirus deaths over the previous 24 hours marking 
the country’s highest daily jump in fatalities. The country was now second only to Italy where 
the death toll shot past 10,000 with 889 new deaths. 


31st The number of deaths due to coronavirus in the US surpassed those reported by China, 
where the new coronavirus was detected late last year. By the end of the week, the US 
reported more than 4,000 amid more than 300,000 cases. 

April 2020 


4st UN chief Antonio Guterres warned the coronavirus pandemic presents the world with its 
“worst crisis” since World War Il as the global total of confirmed COVID-19 cases reached 
one million and the worldwide death toll topped 50,000. 


3 The World Health Organization (WHO) warned governments in the Middle East that they 
must act quickly to limit the spread of the coronavirus as cases in the region have risen to 
nearly 60,000 — almost double the tally of a week earlier. 


5th -In the United Kingdom, Johnson was taken to a hospital after showing persistent symptoms, 
10 days after testing positive for the virus. 
-On the same day, Iran, the worst-hit country in the Middle East, reported a total death toll of 
3,603 amid 58,226 cases. However, President Hassan Rouhani said that “low-risk” 
economic activities would resume from April 11. 


6th UK Prime Minister Boris Johnson was moved into intensive care as his condition worsened 
after being hospitalised in London with persistent COVID-19 symptoms. He was released 


from intensive care on April 9 and was discharged from hospital on April 12. 


7th Japan declared a state of emergency amid a spike in coronavirus cases, while Singapore 
began a partial lockdown. 


8th Wuhan began allowing people to leave for the first time since the central Chinese city was 
sealed off 76 days ago to contain the coronavirus that first emerged there late last year. In 
Singapore, the use of Zoom for online education was suspended after hackers hijacked a 
lesson and showed obscene images to students. 


10th The UK announced its worst single-day death toll with a further 980 people who had 


contracted coronavirus losing their lives in the 24 hours before Thursday evening. 


41th The US recorded a total death toll of 20,071, surpassing Italy’s toll of 19,468. Cases in the 
US topped 519,000. 

14th Both India and France extended a nationwide lockdown, until May 3 and May 11, 
respectively. On the same day, Taiwan reported no new cases for the first time in more than 
a month. 

16" As known infections worldwide surpassed two million the International Monetary Fund said 


the global economy was expected to shrink by three percent this year — the biggest 
contraction since the Great Depression of the 1930s. 


47th Saudi Arabia’s grand mufti said prayers during Ramadan and the subsequent Eid al-Fitr 
festival should be performed at home if the coronavirus outbreak continues, according to a 
Saudi newspaper. 


49th Turkey surpassed Iran for the most infections in the Middle East, as cases there rose to 
86,306. 
218 President Donald Trump announced on Twitter that he “will be signing an Executive Order to 


temporarily suspend immigration into the United States!” 


Meanwhile, a report by the UN World Food Programme warned that the number of people facing acute 
food insecurity could double, jumping to 265 million, because of the disruptions caused by the pandemic, including 
border closures. 


22nd The pandemic is expected to drive carbon dioxide emissions down by six percent this year, 
the head of the World Meteorological Organization said in what would be the biggest yearly 
drop since World War Il. 


234 -the number of US citizens who filed for first-time unemployment benefits in the five weeks 
since the start of coronavirus-related lockdowns reached a record 26 million. 


The confirmed number of coronavirus-related deaths worldwide on April 25 reached 
another grim milestone by exceeding the 200,000 threshold. 

-on the same day, the WHO warned against countries issuing so-called “immunity 
passports” to those who have recovered from COVID-19, saying there was no scientific 
evidence to prove that these people develop immunity against potential infection in the 
future. 


26th The Chinese city of Wuhan, where the global coronavirus pandemic began, said it had no 
remaining cases of the infection in its hospitals, with all patients treated for COVID-19 
discharged. Saudi Arabia partially lifted the curfew in all regions of the kingdom while 
keeping a 24-hour curfew in Mecca and previously isolated neighbourhoods. 


28th The number of US cases surpassed one million, a third of global infections, while the death 
toll exceeded 57,000. 


29th Gilead Sciences’ remdesivir proved effective against the new coronavirus in a major study, 
shortening the time it takes for patients to recover by four days on average, according to US 
government and company officials. The news came as the US economy took its hardest hit 
since the height of the Great Recession, with its GDP contracting 4.8 percent in the first 
quarter of the year. 


30 More than 30 million people in the US filed claims for jobless benefits since the beginning of 
coronavirus-related lockdowns. 


Meanwhile, the eurozone’s economy shrunk by 3.8 percent in the first quarter, the biggest hit since records 
began in 1995. 


May 2020 

3rd Afghanistan’s health ministry raised the alarm over the spread of the new coronavirus after a 
small study with random tests in Kabul suggested that about a third of the capital’s residents 
could be infected. 

iyi The United Kingdom recorded the highest official COVID-19 death toll in Europe, with more 


than 30,000 people dead. 


In a reversal from earlier statements, US President Donald Trump said on May 7 that the emergency task force 
handling his administration’s response to the coronavirus outbreak will not be wound down, and will instead continue 
its work “indefinitely”. 


gth The WHO warned that 83,000 to 190,000 people in Africa could be killed by the coronavirus 
disease in the first year and infect between 29 million and 44 million during that period if it is 
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10th 


41th 


14th 


15th 


16th 


1 TIh 


19th 


21st 


23'd 


24in 


not contained. 


Both China and South Korea reported new spikes in coronavirus cases, with Seoul recording 
34 new cases -— its biggest single-day jump in about a month. 


Saudi Arabia said it would impose tough austerity measures by tripling its Value Added Tax 
from 5 percent to 15 percent, in addition to halting monthly handout payments to citizens in 
order to cope with record low oil prices and a coronavirus-led economic slump. 


The United Nations predicted the coronavirus pandemic would shrink the world economy by 
3.2 percent this year, the sharpest contraction since the Great Depression in the 1930s, 
pushing an estimated 34.3 million people into extreme poverty, mostly in Africa. 


Officials confirmed the first coronavirus infection of a Rohingya refugee in the sprawling 
camps in southern Bangladesh. 


India’s coronavirus cases surpassed China’s with the health ministry reporting 85,940 
infections and 2,752 deaths. The worst-hit Indian states are Maharashtra with 29,100 cases, 
Tamil Nadu 10,108, Gujarat 9,931 and New Delhi 8,895. India extended a nearly two-month- 
old stringent lockdown by another two weeks. 


Former US President Barack Obama criticised the country’s leaders for their handling of the 
coronavirus response, telling college graduates in an online commencement address that 
the pandemic shows many officials “aren’t even pretending to be in charge”. 


-WHO chief Tedros Adhanom Ghebreyesus promised an independent review of the global 
pandemic response, after countries at a virtual meeting of the World Health Assembly called 
for a probe. 


-On the same day in the UK, unemployment claims jumped from 856,000 people to 2.1 
million as the pandemic took hold and hit the labour market. 


The number of coronavirus cases worldwide reached the five million mark, according to the 
Johns Hopkins University tally. The United States, Russia and Brazil stood as the countries 
with the highest number of infections. 


Chinese authorities registered zero new infections of coronavirus for the first time since they 
began reporting data in January. About 80 million infants could be at risk of vaccine- 
preventable diseases such as diphtheria, measles and polio due to disruption of routine 
immunisation caused by the pandemic, UN agencies have warned. 


Muslims around the world are celebrating Eid al-Fitr with millions under strict stay-at-home 
orders and many fearing renewed coronavirus outbreaks. 


Meanwhile, Russia recorded its highest death toll since the pandemic began, with 153 news deaths 
bringing the total to 3,541 among 344,481 cases. 


25th 


26th 


27th 


29th 


31st 


Japan lifted a nationwide state of emergency over the coronavirus, gradually reopening the 
world’s third-largest economy as government officials warned caution was still necessary to 
prevent another wave. 


The world reached a grim milestone as the number of confirmed coronavirus cases passed 
the 5.5 million mark. 


The United States became the first country to reach a six-figure death toll, as the number of 
people killed from the coronavirus surpassed 100,000. On the same day, Spain began a 10- 
day official mourning period in memory of the more than 27,000 people who lost their lives to 
the virus in the country. 


US President Donald Trump announced that the US was “terminating” its relationship with 
the WHO, saying the agency has not made coronavirus reforms. 


Latin America’s death toll surged past the 50,000 mark and cases neared one million, with 
countries such as Brazil, Chile, Mexico and Peru struggling to stem the tide. 


Meanwhile, in the UK, a third member of a scientific advisory body to the government warned that it was 
too soon to lift the COVID-19 lockdown because the test and trace system was not yet fully operational. 


June 2020 
4st 


-Moscow partially eased a tough lockdown following a fall in novel coronavirus cases for 
the first time in nine weeks, while the UK was also preparing to relax its lockdown despite 
concerns among the government's scientific advisory body. 


-Greece also lifted lockdown restrictions for hotels, open-air cinemas, golf courses and 
public swimming pools. 
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2nd -Africa’s coronavirus cases surpassed 150,000 as more than 4,300 deaths were confirmed 
across the continent. 


-A South African court ruled that certain coronavirus lockdown regulations were 
“unconstitutional and invalid” after a community group challenged the validity of the 
government's response to the pandemic last month. 


3rd Italy reopened its borders for travelers from Europe. 


4th -Russia’s total number of infections across the country surged past the 440,000 mark, with 
the death toll also continuing to mount. 


-At least two US senators accused China of hiding data from the World Health Organization 
that could have altered the course of the coronavirus outbreak, even as a Chinese official 
denied delays in sharing information, saying the government acted openly and transparently. 


5th -India recorded another record single-day spike in cases with more than 9,800 infections, 
taking the country’s toll to 226,770. The total number of deaths surpassed 6,000. 


-Following a public backlash, Turkey cancelled a decision to impose a new, two-day 
weekend curfew in 15 of the country’s hardest-hit provinces and cities. 
6th The WHO changed its position on face masks and encouraged people to wear them in 


crowded places. 


Meanwhile, Brazil's President Jair Bolsonaro threatened to pull his country out of the WHO, accusing the 
body of being “partisan” and “political”. 


7m The global death toll from the coronavirus surged past 400,000, according to Johns Hopkins 
University. About 30 percent of those cases, or two million infections, were in the US. 


gh Data from Johns Hopkins University showed that more than seven million people were 
confirmed to have the coronavirus with at least 406,900 dying from the disease. 


Meanwhile, New Zealand’s Ministry of Health said the country no longer had any active cases of 
coronavirus. 


gth A Harvard Medical School research report suggested that the coronavirus might have been 
spreading in China as early as August 2019. 


10% A report by the Organization for Economic Cooperation and DeveloPMent said the pandemic 
had triggered the worst global recession in nearly a century even without a second wave of 
infections. 

41th The number of US cases surpassed two million, while the death toll exceeded 110,000. 


Meanwhile, vaccine developer Moderna announced plans to trial its vaccine on 30,000 people in July. 


{2th Beijing reported its first instance of local transmission in weeks — a 52-year-old man who 
said he had not left the Chinese capital for more than two weeks and had not been in 
contact with anyone from outside the city. 


45th China moved to mass testing in the capital, Beijing, after a spike in cases connected to a 
major wholesale food market. A number of European nations, including France, Germany, 
Greece and Switzerland, reopened their borders to fellow Europeans. 


16h In what scientists and the WHO hailed as a “breakthrough”, a cheap and widely used steroid 
dexamethasone became the first drug found to dramatically reduce the risk of dying from 
COVID-19. 

q7 Neighbours India and Pakistan saw the deadliest day of the pandemic, with more than 2,000 


deaths in India and 140 in Pakistan. 


18th -Indonesia reported 1,331 new coronavirus infections, its biggest daily increase since the 
outbreak started locally, taking its total number of cases to 42,762. 


-The World Health Organization announced that testing of the malaria drug 
hydroxychloroquine in its large multi-country trial of treatments for COVID-19 patients had 
been halted after new data and studies showed no benefit. 


49th WHO head Tedros Adhanom Ghebreyesus said that the 150,000 new cases recorded on 
June 18 was the highest number reported in a single day, as the global pandemic 
accelerated. 
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218 -Spain reopened its borders to most European countries, as well as Britain, as the 
coronavirus state of emergency ends. Spaniards were also allowed to move freely around 
the country from Sunday. 

-Worldwide, at least 8.85 million people were confirmed to have contracted the coronavirus, 
more than 4.3 million have recovered, and more than 465,000 people have died, according 
to Johns Hopkins University. 


23'4 UNESCO said the pandemic has only exacerbated conditions that has left nearly 260 million 
children excluded from school in 2018, and urged governments to do more to help the most 
disadvantaged. 


24th -Saudi Arabia announced that it will limit the number of domestic pilgrims attending the Hajj 
to around 1,000 after barring Muslims abroad from the rite for the first year in modern times. 


-On the same day, Germany ordered two new lockdowns for the entire districts of Warendorf 
and Guetersloh after a coronavirus outbreak at a slaughterhouse infected more than 1,500 
workers. 


25th The number of coronavirus cases in the Gulf region surpassed 400,000. Meanwhile across 
the US, hospitalisations and caseloads have reached new highs in more than half a dozen 
states, with newly confirmed cases nationwide back near their peak level of two months ago. 


26 United States Vice President Mike Pence announced that 16 states are seeing an increase 
in cases of the novel coronavirus. 


Meanwhile, WHO head Tedros Adhanom Ghebreyesus said the pandemic was getting worse globally, with 
the number of infections expected to reach 10 million next week. 


27% The European Union announced plans to bar travellers from the United States, Brazil and 
Russia due to a continued surge in infections in the three countries. 


28th The death toll from the new coronavirus neared 500,000 people, while the number of cases 
worldwide exceeded 10 million. 


2gth -US health secretary Alex Azar warned the “window is closing” for decisive action to curb the 
virus as cases there surge. 
-In Pakistan, the number of coronavirus cases passed the 200,000 mark after 3,602 new 
infections were reported. 
-Australia’s second most-populous state said that it is considering reimposing social 
distancing restrictions after the country reported its biggest one-day rise in new coronavirus 
infections in more than two months. 
-Propelled by Victoria state reporting 75 cases, Australia recorded 85 new COVID-19 
infections in the past 24 hours, its biggest daily outbreak since April 11. 


30% More than 10.3 million people around the world had been diagnosed with the coronavirus, 
more than 5.2 million had recovered, and more than 505,000 had died, according to Johns 
Hopkins University. 


Meanwhile, the World Health Organization chief Tedros Adhanom Ghebreyesus warned that the pandemic 
is “not even close to being over” and while there had been some progress initially, it was “actually speeding up”. 


30th More than 10.3 million people around the world had been diagnosed with the coronavirus, 
more than 5.2 million had recovered, and more than 505,000 had died, according to Johns 
Hopkins University. 


July 2020 

2nd India reported a single-day record for new COVID-19 cases with more than 20,903 
infections, taking the country’s toll to 625,000. The total number of deaths surpassed 18,000. 

Be Brazil passed 1.5 million confirmed coronavirus cases, as cities reopened bars, restaurants 
and gyms sparking fears infections will keep rising. 

4th Spain’s Catalonia region placed restrictions on 200,000 people amid surge in new 
coronavirus cases. And people in England will be allowed to visit pubs, restaurants or get a 
haircut for the first time in more than three months as restrictions ease. 

ee -Marked a rise in coronavirus infections in United Arab Emirates and Saudi Arabia after 
curfews were fully lifted last month. 
-WHO said that it was discontinuing its trials of the malaria drug hydroxychloroquine and 
combination HIV drug lopinavir/ritonavir in hospitalised patients with COVID-19 after the 
medications failed to reduce mortality. 

6th India overtook Russia with the world’s third-highest number of novel coronavirus cases, at 
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nearly 700,000. 


Lockdown measures were reimposed in _ Australia’s second biggest city, 


confining Melbourne residents to their homes unless undertaking essential business 
for six weeks. 


The United States officially notified the United Nations secretary-general of the country’s 
withdrawal from the World Health Organization even as it grapples with nearly three million 
cases of coronavirus. 


Hong Kong will close all schools after the territory reported a spike in locally transmitted 
COVID-19 infections. Meanwhile in northern Syria, the first coronavirus case has been 
confirmed. 


The World Health Organization (WHO) reported a record daily increase in global coronavirus 
cases, with the total rising by 228,102 in 24 hours. 


The United States has added more than 56,000 new coronavirus cases, including at least 
15,000 in the state of Florida, pushing the nationwide total to 3.3 million cases, with more 
than 135,000 deaths. 


The WHO has warned the pandemic could get far worse if countries around the world do not 
follow basic healthcare precautions. Meanwhile Hong Kong is set to impose its toughest 
restrictive measures after authorities warned the risk of a large-scale outbreak was 
extremely high. 


Researchers in the US said that the first vaccine tested in the country had worked to boost 
patients’ immune systems and is set for final testing. This is as the number of cases 
nationwide rose by 65,682 for a total of 3.45 million. 


Scientists at Oxford University said their experimental coronavirus vaccine prompted a 
protective immune response in hundreds of people who got the shot. The vaccine called 
AZD1222 is one of 150 in develoPMent globally, but is considered the most advanced. 


Iran, the Middle East’s worst-hit country, reported a new single-day record death toll of 229 
from the coronavirus. Iran began relaxing its lockdown in mid-April. 


-the South African Medical Research Council reported a “huge discrepancy” between the 
country’s confirmed COVID-19 deaths 

-the South African Medical Research Council reported a “huge discrepancy” between the 
country’s confirmed COVID-19 deaths and the number of excess deaths from natural 
causes. 


-North Korea’s state media reported that leader Kim Jong Un has placed the city of Kaesong 
near the border with South Korea under total lockdown over coronavirus concerns, and 
declared a state of emergency to contain a potential outbreak. 


-Russia, the fourth worst-hit country in the world, surpassed 800,000 coronavirus infections 


on July 24. 


The world’s biggest COVID-19 vaccine study got under way with the first of 30,000 planned 
volunteers helping to test shots created by the US government along with Moderna Inc — 
one of several candidates in the final stretch of the global vaccine race. 


Germany’s foreign ministry advised holidaymakers not to travel to several Spanish regions 
that have seen coronavirus infection rates rise, including Catalonia, home to Barcelona. 


-The World Health Organization warned the COVID-19-19 pandemic was likely to be 
“lengthy”, as it met to evaluate the situation, six months after sounding the international 
alarm. 
-That same day, Libya’s United Nations-recognised government in Tripoli announced it 
would impose a full lockdown in areas of the country it controls, after a rise in COVID-19 
cases. 


The death toll in Latin America from the novel coronavirus had surpassed 200,000, a 
Reuters tally showed, after Peru reported another 191 deaths from the pandemic. 


-WHO director-general Tedros Adhanom Ghebreyesus said there might never be a “silver 
bullet” answer to the new coronavirus, despite the rush to discover effective vaccines. 

-The US is in a new phase of the outbreak, with infections “extraordinarily widespread” in 
rural areas as well as cities, a White House expert said, as cases hit 4.68 million with more 
than 155,000 deaths reported. 

-Parliamentary elections will go ahead in Sri Lanka despite fears of the spread of 
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coronavirus. 


in The global death toll from COVID-19 surpassed 700,000, according to the Johns Hopkins 
University and Reuters tallies, with the United States, Brazil, India and Mexico leading the 
number of deaths. 


6th The Philippines recorded more than 3,500 new COVID-19 cases to overtake neighbouring 
Indonesia as the country with the highest number of confirmed COVID-19-19 infections in 
East Asia. 


Meanwhile, India saw the biggest single-day jump in deaths with 904 fatalities, as its total number of cases 
approached two million. 


7h Mexico surpassed 50,000 coronavirus deaths, the third highest in the world after the United 
States and Brazil. 


sth Coronavirus deaths in Brazil crossed 100,000, the second-highest number globally after the 
US. 

gth The United States surpassed five million coronavirus cases, the highest in the world. 

10% Russia reported more than 5,000 daily coronavirus cases. On the same day, global 


coronavirus cases went past 20 million as the casualty figure crossed 736,000. 


41th President Vladimir Putin claimed that Russia has developed the world’s first vaccine against 
coronavirus. On the same day, New Zealand announced four new cases of COVID-19 after 
102 days with no community transmission. 


42th Both France and Germany registered their highest daily increase in months. 


13% Argentina and Mexico said they will produce the British pharmaceutical company 
AstraZeneca’s COVID-19 vaccine for most of Latin America. Meanwhile, the Brazilian state 
of Parana signed a deal to test and produce Russia’s new coronavirus vaccine. 


14th India’s coronavirus death toll overtook the United Kingdom’s to become the fourth-highest in 
the world as authorities reported another single-day record increase in confirmed infections. 


15th The French health ministry reported more than 2,500 new coronavirus infections over the 
past 24 hours, setting a new post-lockdown daily high for the third day in a row, and taking 
the country’s cumulative total of cases to 249,611. 


16% Faced with an uptick in coronavirus cases, Italy ordered mask wearing in public from 6PM — 
6am and a three-week closure of all dance venues. France and South Korea also saw a 
resurgence in coronavirus infections. 


47h Lebanon’s caretaker health minister, Hamad Hassan, has called for a two-week lockdown 
following a surge of coronavirus cases since the Beirut port blast on August 4. 


18% South Korea announced a ban on large public gatherings and ordered a closure of churches 
and nightspots in the greater capital area after more than 400 cases were linked to a huge 
church in northern Seoul. 


19th Spain reported the highest number of June infections since it lifted the lockdown in late 
June. 
20th India, the third-worst-affected country in the world, reported a record number of cases of 


coronavirus. 


2314 The Korea Centers for Disease Control and Prevention (KCDC) warned that the country is 
on the brink of a nationwide outbreak following the highest daily number of coronavirus 
cases recorded since March. 


24th Mexico reported 226 more deaths from the coronavirus, finishing the week with 3,723 
fatalities, the lowest total in over two months. 


26 The total number of coronavirus cases passed 24 million, with over 821,000 deaths 
recorded. 
27th John Nkengasong, director of the Africa Centers for Disease Control and Prevention, said 


that the continent has seen a 20-percent decrease in confirmed cases in the past week, with 
23 of 54 countries reporting a sustained decrease in new cases in the past couple of weeks 


28th Russia’s coronavirus cases surpassed 980,000, while India reported another record daily 
jump of 77,266 infections. 
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+ ‘Vi for virus 
+ "D' for disease 


+ ‘19' for 2019 - the year it was first identified 


Indonesia reported its biggest rise in infections for a third successive day, while Ukraine and 
Myanmar also registered a record daily rise in coronavirus cases. 


The total number of coronavirus cases in the United States surged past the six million mark, 
with states including lowa, Minnesota, North Dakota and South Dakota reporting daily 
records. 


Australia reported figures showing the economy contracted 7 percent in the second quarter 
after a 0.3 percent decline in the first quarter, entering its first recession period in almost 30 
years. 


lraq’s health ministry warned hospitals may “lose control” in the coming days as the country 
recorded 5,036 new coronavirus cases, its highest single-day rise since the start of the 
pandemic. 


Australia’s coronavirus hotspot state of Victoria extended a hard lockdown in its capital 
Melbourne by two weeks to the end of September as infection rates declined more slowly 
than hoped. 


India overtook Brazil as the country with the second-most coronavirus cases in the world, 
with more than 4.2 million infections to date. 


Clinical trials of one of the most promising candidate vaccines, AstraZeneca, were 
suspended after one of the trials’ volunteers fell ill with an unexplained illness. 


India recorded over 95,000 cases, the highest reported in one day globally. Greece, France 
and Palestine also reported a record number of daily coronavirus cases since the outbreak 
began. 


Mexico’s death toll passed 70,000 as a new study showed England’s coronavirus case count 
was doubling every seven to eight days. Canada meanwhile reported zero COVID-19 deaths 
for the first time since March. 


The Asian DeveloPMent Bank said the economies of "developing Asia’ will contract by 0.7 
percent in 2020, the first contraction in nearly six decades. 


India crossed 5 million confirmed cases, the second-highest number of infections in the 
world. 


Canada’s top medical officer issued a warning that the country could lose its ability to 
manage the pandemic due to a worrying spike in new COVID-19 cases. 


France recorded over 13,000 cases, its biggest daily number of coronavirus infections to 
date. 


Spain imposed restrictions in certain portions of the capital Madrid. 
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WRECKAGE 


by 


Sydney S Chellen 


Enrico Swanson was a hard working man. Weary of the bleakness of his 
future, in his homeland where the rich got richer and the poor got poorer, 
he gathered his belongings and boarded a ship to a land of plenty. After 
he married Henrietta, his small wage working as a Civil Engineer was 
just about enough to pay his mortgage. He held two jobs working very 
long hours to provide for his small family. Enrico and Henrietta kept 
themselves to themselves. It was Ist September 2011 and they were 
excited because their daughter Petra, a 25-year-old university graduate 
from London, was returning home after four years of absence. They had 
cooked the best dinner they could afford to welcome her. What happened 
a week after her return launched a series of events that would trouble and 
haunt the Swanson family for years! 


ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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A series of four books on SEX, LIES, and MURDER 


“A greatread that “This is a good piece of narrative. The 


= keeps you on the plot is simple and there are few 
edge of your seat characters, which makes for easy reading 
wanting to know and understanding. The writing style is 
more!! brisk. Definitely, Sydney S Chellen is a 
ei good storyteller and his novel is very 


enjoyable. Hopefully the story could 
become the basis for a film script.” 


Prega Valaydon, Mauritius. 


‘S| Sex! Lies:arid Murdér 


BOOK 1: The folly of Laura is a prequel to a touch of Desire 


Laura is married to a successful surgeon and has just moved into 
a new house in Islington with her 7 year old son. One morning when she 
is home alone, a stranger comes in and rapes her. Fearing that her 
husband will blame her for allowing it to happen, she decides not to 


report the crime to the police. 
Days later the stranger returns and bizarrely Laura starts an affair with him but soon after, 
decides to break off the illicit relationship. 


Coincidentally someone kidnaps her son. After discovering the 
identity of the abductor, she decides to meet with him. Can Laura rescue 
her son and save her marriage? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-45 1-2 


1 “A great sequel “After reading the first book, I 
YONEY § to the first book — Sex, was happy to learn there was 
lies and murder — the more, and I wasn’t 
folly of Laura. disappointed! As good if not 
If you were gripped by __ better than the first and I hope 
Hf the first novel, you to read more stories with the 
MUST read on...” enterprising CJ Fairfield in the 
e Amazon customer. future!” 
Amazon Customer. 


Sex, Lies atid under 


BOOK 2: A touch of Desire 1s a Sequel to the novel the folly of Laura 


Laura’s best friend, Desiré, is a retired model who is married to antique art dealer, Peter 
Emery. Bored with her dull and lonely life, she periodically frequents a brothel for distraction until one 
day a man comes to clean her swimming pool. She starts an affair with him and very quickly falls for 


him hook, line and sinker. 
Who is this man? Is he the man who will bring Desiré the happiness she craves, or is he a devil 
in disguise with nothing but vengeance on his mind? 


978-1-78280-452-9 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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Sex, Lies and Murder 


BOOK 3: 

Revenge of the Beast is the third book in the series SEX, 
LIES & MURDER. It is a sequel to book one: The Folly 
of Laura and book two, A touch of Desire. 


Antonio Bellucci is presumed dead when he was shot 
twice and ran into the sea in Herne Bay, Kent, England. 
Is he the road to happiness for Desiré or the worst 
nightmare for the Wilsons? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


"A successful one! So interesting that I felt sorry when I reached the last page and I 
start looking forward for the 4th book. The thirst for the next book is well created by 
(a) the mystery around the ghost and the first session of exorcism which needs to be 
renewed; (b) the development in Medicines; (c) the body that disappeared." vicky nuvi 


Mauritian reader. 


135 


Warm up those cold winter nights with these 
books. Be part of this exclusive group of readers! 


Nara 
S AUNGAS 


Sex Lies and Murder 


A"Great, great, great. Amazing 
ending." Vicky Duval, 
Mauritian reader 


BOOK 4: 

Death at the Geldens Hotel is the fourth book is the series 
SEX, LIES & MURDER. Michaela Wilson had it all—a 
successful career, a brand new house, and a loving husband. 
Whilst on honeymoon on the island of Mauri Tsui, she is 
tragically strangled in her hotel room. This senseless act of 
brutality robbed this beautiful English rose of a wonderful 
and vibrant life. 


On the hunt is Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. Will he risk 
his life to find the killer or killers or will it just be another 
open and shut case? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-758-2 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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YDNEY S 


NaTIHOD 
S AANGAS 


“A very interesting book! 
Sydney S Chellen is a great 
writer with fascinating 
imagination! First time I 


“T read the book. Very 
nice one. Lovely story, 
very creative and spicy. 
The last sentence 


5 find myself clinging so touched my soul.” 
‘9 much to reading a book. Vanisha Soodoo, 
3 Interrupting the reading was___ Public Relations 
a done only when there was Officer. 
re a ae Ssgreat need to do so. Interest 
J Alo Com Kevi : is maintained all through 
oe ng : me a in out. If the word “end” was ee ee eee 
ae ee tas not written I would have hase 2 
: novel... quite a nice 
kept turning the pages for story.” 


further reading.” Vicky 
Duval, Mauritian reader. 


Tanya Slegers Paul 


ISBN 978-1-78280-95 1-7 
Along Came Kevin is a crime thriller that a mainstream publisher in his native 
country did not want you to read because ‘the plot may be a bit too dynamic for 
the Mauritian society and context.’ 
It is a story of deception and murder concerning a brilliant car mechanic, Chad 
Donaldson, who is married to Amanda Price, a stunning, sexy and brilliant dance 
teacher from Essex who is fifteen years his junior. After seven years of what he 
thought was a happy marriage, his life turns upside down when he learns her hidden 
secret. How will he handle his discovery? Will Amanda's and Chad’s life ever be the 
same again? 


A Step Too Far is a great book, a 
perfect blend of love story 
(romance) and suspense. Somehow, 
it feels that at the beginning the 
author was driving slowly on the 
roundabout and preoccupied by 
which road to take to reach his 
destination. However, the language 
becomes more fluid as he leaves the 


roundabout. 
Mrs. Vicky Duval, reader from Mauritius. 


A Step Too 
Far is a 
thrilling story 
of love, hate 
and murder. 


AANGAS 


_ NGTISAHD 
s 


A thrilling story of love, hate and murder 


Pretti Evans meets and falls in love with billionaire Richard Brent. Her ex-boyfriend can’t accept that 
his four-year-long relationship with her has come to an end. After failing to regain her affection, he 
vows that if he cannot have her, no one else will. When Pretti ignores his threat and marries Richard, 
she sends him into a fit of fury. How far is he going to go to put asunder what God has joined? 
Moreover, is he going to succeed in achieving his goal? 


ISBN 978-1-78808-454-3 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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The cheater cheated is “°° 


S AANGAS 


Zz 


; . interesting 
romantic thriller that read. A perfect 
‘ : : blend of love 
will excite and bring sodctane 
Vicky, Reader from 
tears to your eyes. Mautitus 


Mrs Diana.C., Reviewer from Ashford. Kent. UK. 


It is about a beauty therapist called Samantha who whilst on holiday in Venice with her parents, falls in 
love with Ed, an English gigolo. They elope to get married but the romance does not last long and after 
divorcing each other, they go their separate ways. Ed goes to fight in Iraq whilst Samantha meets and 
marries Clive, a plastic surgeon who is more than twice her age and she gives birth to a daughter. Five 
years later Ed comes back home to attend the funeral of his father. By chance, Samantha and Ed meet 
again. Though Samantha rebuffs Ed’s advances, determined to win her back he pesters her. Days later, 
Ed is shot dead in his bed-sit. Who has done it? Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield investigates. 


ISBN 788-1-78808-452-9 
You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


Chellen’s novel, This latest novel, Bride In Waiting, 
Bride In Waiting, is a by Sydney S Chellen is a tale of 
compelling read. It’s lve, adultery and treachery and the 
passions and tensions they arouse in 
an Asian family. The ending may 

: surprise some readers. Set on the 
oye cue island of Mauritius the story will 
we be allowed to adapt well in a typical Bollywood 
have our cake and movie, with singing, dancing and 


eat it? sobbing! PreVal, a reviewer. 
Ms P.C., Reader from Ashford. Kent. UK. 


a modernised version 
of ‘Torn between 


Bride in Waiting 

This is a thrilling story of love and tribulations. 

Dr Rama Kaminski has been married to Maya for ten years. They have a beautiful daughter, a detached 
house in the city and two cars. They seem perfectly happy — except Rama is secretly having an affair 
with his assistant, Dr Gud. The latter desperate to have Rama for herself, threatens to end the affair 
unless Rama divorces his wife and marries her instead. Rama has to choose between his family and his 
lover. 


ISBN 978-1-78972-052-5 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


137 


138 


GPSbooksUK 


A thrilling The Other 


story of a. 8 
mistaken Him is a 


identity, gripping 
revenge —_ psychological 


and : 

murder, thriller and a 
A Mauritian reader gre at p a ge - 

A most turner. 

enjoyable Mr. S. King, a reviewer. 

novel with an 

unexpected 


twist at the . 

end. The pace A compelling read 
ps story from start to finish. 
wil ee ou $ 

ens "Full of twists...you 
Prega Valaydon, - -Wwon’t want to put 


Mauritian Reader. 
it down. 
Mrs T.C, reader from Kent. UK. 
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“What would you do if your identity 
was stolen by someone who looked 
just like you? A rollercoaster ride of 
deceit that will keep you on the edge 


of your seat until the end.” 
Macdadd. A reader from Kent. 


° 


‘i Achilling.story-of mistaken identity,-revenge ahd mititder 


Life is about to change for Bono Spencer, an art dealer who is married to a beautiful 
Russian nightclub singer. Returning home from his latest business venture, Bono 

finds himself embroiled in s case of mistaken identity. Once his life was simple and 
uncomplicated, now Bono has to fight to get back his home, his wife and his life. Will 
he find the help he needs to fight back? 


ISBN 978-1-78972-053-2 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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THE 


fy !\/5'5) INVISIBLE 
ENEMY 


by 
Sydney S Chellen 


1 story of Power and Domination 


As the COVID-19 pandemic rages throughout the world, a terrorist and a mad scientist set out to make 
the most of the situation by kidnapping some world leaders and holding them to ransom. The situation 
was becoming desperate until a British Secret Agent jumped into the game to eradicate the villains, but 
the latter were prepared to retaliate. How far would they go? Learn more by going through this new 


novel by Sydney S. Chellen, a master of intrigue. REVIEW by Prega Valaydon, 14 May, 2021 


DARING 
MISSION 


by 
Sydney S Chellen 


— 
2 
2.) 

{ 


A team of doctors tries to save the life of a Prime Minster who has collapsed and has been 
tushed to hospital where he is diagnosed as having caught COVID19. In an attempt to rid his 
body of the deadly virus, a capsule and its crew is miniaturised and pushed down his 
windpipe. Is the crew taking too much of a risk as they run against the clock?... 


REVIEW: The voyage inside the human body is written in plain English making it quite educational as 
well as entertaining. Mrs. Carr, a reader from South Wales. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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The man who 


LOST HIS SOUL 


Sydney S Chellen 


2021-2022 


Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five-year-old blonde-haired millionairess has for the last three years been 
living a peaceful life with her handsome toy-boy, Jeff Larson—ten years her junior. One evening she 
receives an international call claiming Jeff is a dead man walking. He has traded his soul in settlement of a 
gambling debt. The only way Donna can save Jeff is for her to settle his debt in ten equal instalments over a 
period of ten weeks. She is given a limited period to decide whether to pay the money. She naively signs a 
dodgy contract. Caught up in a financial fraud, she finds herself stranded in a foreign country. Soon she 
discovers a plot to murder her. Can she act quickly and save her life? 


Reviews 


Set in the UK and Nigeria, this new novel starts with a financial fraud, followed by impersonations, 
treachery and murder. In his usual style, the writer blends mystery and suspense. The pace is fast keeping 
the reader on the edge. Prega Valaydon, 2021. 


Wonderful Romance. Full of suspense. Read at one go easily with scenes that are lively. The reader’s 
turmoil accumulating is dissolved by the happy ending. Regular Reader, VDC, Mtius, 2022. 


My friend recommended this novel. It is a 5-star for sure. Once I started reading I couldn’t stop! Many 
twists and turns. Amazon Reviewer. 


I’ve been looking for a romantic thriller novel to read and found my fix! Based ona 
millionairess who got caught on a financial scam and quickly found her life was at risk. I loved the narrative 
from start to finish, the plot, everything! - Goodreads Reviewer. 


Once I started to read I found it very hard to stop. Very easy to get lost in it’s various twists and turns with 
every turn of a page speculation and curiosity grew. Donna’s naivety and stupidity led her into dangerous 


territories. One that every woman who doesn’t want to get scammed should make a point of reading. Reader 
from London. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


Online 


Visit his website and read sample chapters of his books free, send and receive personal messages, and leave 
comments at www.sydneyschellenbooks.com 
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Along Came Kevin A Step Too Far 


A abeiting mary of he, ba anal varder 


Nh peek emmtin meheg mee 


Why not find out more about Sydney’s double lives, in Mauritius and Kent, his family and 
beloved cats and how he spends his time when he is not writing stories. Also, learn more 
about new releases and pre-publication sample chapters. 
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The essential guide to the internet for health professionals - Student edition. 
Routledge ISBN 0-415-30557-8 (pb); ISBN 0-415-30556-X (hb). 


The patient with a Mental Disorder. Cassell. ispw 0.06-318295-5 


Information Technology for the Caring Professions. Harper 


and Row. ISBN 0-304-33162-7 (hb); 0-304-33164-3 (pb) 
Word for Windows. Cassell. ISBN 0-304-33242-9 
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A passage to Europe. GPSbooksUK. 
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Untold Story - An Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 


An Untold Story Retold- The Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 
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Science Fiction 


The INVISIBLE ENEMY 


SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


REV EW by Prega Valaydon, 14 May, 2021 


As the COVID-19 pandemic rages throughout the world, a 
terrorist and a mad scientist set out to make the most of the 


Situation by Kidnapping some world leaders and hoiding them to 
ransom. The situation was becoming desperate until a British 
Secret Agent jumped into the game to eradicate the villains, but the 
latter were prepared to retaliate. How far would they go? Learn 
more by going through this new novel by a master of intrigue: 
Sydney S. Chellen. 
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